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The  Argument 


DUflCSu,  Ktrig  ^ toe  Scots,  had  two  principal  men^  whom  he  imloyedi» 
aU  matters  of  importance,  Macbeth  and  Banquo,  thefe  two  travelling 
together  thro*  a Foreft,  were  met  by  three  Fayry  Witches  (Weirds  the 
Sects  caU  them)  whereof  the  firjl  making  obeyfance  unto  Macbeth/a/«ff^^fe•m 
rhane(;J  Tttle  unto  which  that  of  Earl  afterwards  fucceeded)  of  Glamis  the 
fecond  Thane  o/Cawdor,  and  the  third  King  e/ Scotland ; This  is  unequal 
dealing , faith  Banquo/o  give  my  Friend  all  the  Honours  and  none  unto  me  : To 
which  om  of  the  Weirds  made  anfwer,That  he  indeedfhouldnot  be  a King  but 
out  of  his  Loins  Jhould  come  a Race  of  Kings  that fhoiild for  ever  rule  the  Scct%, 
And  having  thus  faul,  they  all  fuddenly  vanijhed.  Upon  their  Arriavl  to  the 
C ourt,  Macbeth  was  immediately  treated  Thane  of  Glamis ; and  not  long  af- 
ter,fome  new  Service  of  his  requiring  new  Recompence,  he  was  honouredwith 
Title  of  Thane  of  Cawdor.  Seeing  then  how  happily  the  PrediSion  of  the 
three  Weirds  fell  out  in  the  former,  he  refolv’d  not  to  be  wanting  to  himfelf 
in  fulfilling  the  third ; and  therefore  firft  he  killed  the  King,  and  after  by 
reafon  of  his  command  among  the  Souldiers  and  common  People,  be  fucceed- 
ed m his  Throne.  Being  fcarce  warm  in  his  Seatjse  called  to  mindtix  Predi- 
iiion  given  to  his  Companion  Banquo : Whom  hereupon  fufpedmg  as  hii 
Supplanter,  he  caufed  to  be  ktlled,  together  with  his  Pojlerity : Flean  one  of 
his  Sons  efcaped  only  with  nofmall  difficulty  into  Wales.  Freed  as  he  thought 
from  all  fear  0/ Banquo  and  his  Iffiue,  he  built  Dunfinan  Cajlle,  and  made 
it  his  ordinary  Seat, : u^nd  afterwards  on  fome  new  Fears ^ confulted  with 
certain  of  his  IViz^ards  about  his  future  eft  ate.,  was  told  by  one  of  them  that 
he/hould  never  be  overcome,  till  Birnam  Wood  (being  fome  miles  diflanf) 
came  to  Dunfinan  Cajlle  j and  by  another  that  he  Jhould  never  be  fiain  by  any 
Man  which  was  born  of  a W oman.  Secure  then  as  he  thought  from  all  future 

dangers,  he  emitted  no  kind  of  Libidinous  Cruelty  for  the  fpaee  of  1%  Tears 
for  fo  long  he  Tyrannizxd  over  Scotland.  But  having  then  made  up  *h* 
meafure  of  his  Iniquities,  Macduff  the  Governour  of  Fife  affiacidting  to  him- 
felf.  fome  few  Patriots  (and  being  affijled  with  ten  thoufand  Englilh)  equally 
hated  by  the  Tyrant,,  and  abhorring  the  Tyranny,,  met  ' in  Birnam  Wood^  and 
taking  every  one  of  them  a Bough  in  his  hand  (the  better  to  keep  them  from 
difeovery  ;)  marching  early  in  the  morning  towards  Dunfinan  Cajlle,  which 
they  took  by  Scalado ; Macbeth  efeaping  was  puijued  by  Macduff,  who  having 
overtaking  him,  urged  him  to  the  Combat,  to  whom  the  Tyrant  half  in /corn 
returned  this  anfwer  : That  he  did  in  vain  attempt  to  kill  him^  it  being  his 
Deftiny  never  to  be  fiain  by  any  that  was-  born  of  a Woman.  How  then 
faid  Macduff,  is  thy  fatal  end  drawing  fajt  upon  thee,  for  I was  never  born 
born  of  Woman,  but  violently  cut  out  ef  my  mothers  Belly which  wordfo 
daunted  the  cruel  Tyrant,  though  otherwife  a valiant  Man  and  of  great 
Performances,  that  he  was  very  eafily  fiain ; Malcolme  Conmer,  the 
trm  Heir jfiated  in  bis  Throne, 
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The  Perfons  Names. 


King  of  Scotland, 

Mr.  Lee., 

Malcolm  his  Son,  Prince  of' 

^ Norric  ^ 

. Cumberland, 

Donalbain, 

Mr.  Codeman, 

Lenox, 

Mr.  Medbourn.. 

Rofs, 

' 

AngusJ' 

Macbeth, 

JVf/".  Batterton. 

Banquo, 

Mr.  Smith. 

Macduff  1 

Mr.  Harris., 

Monteth, 

Cathries, 

Sey  mour  and  his  Son] 
Scyton, 

Doctor, . 

' V 

Flean  Son  to  Banquo," 

Forter.Old  JMan,  tm  Murderers  '- 

Matbcth'i  IVife, 

Mrs.  BattertdnJ 

Macduff  ^ Wife, 

Her.  Son^' 

Mrs.  Long.  - 

Wailing  Gentlemmanl 

G/>o^o/ Banquo, 

Mr.  Sanford. 

Hecate, 

Three  Witches,  _ 

Strvants  and  Attendants. .. 
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The  Tragedy  of  MACBETH. 


ACT  L SCENE  1. 


T^hmder  and  Lightnings  . 

Enter  three  Witchesi 

li  Witch'.  “¥  THen  (hall  we  three  meet  again, ^ 

W In  thunderjightning  and  in  Rain  ? . 
a.  When  the  Hurly-burly’s  done. 

When  the  Battel’s  loft  and  won. 

3.  And  that  will  be  e’rc  fet  of  Sun. 

1 . W here’s  the  place  ? - 

2.  Upon  the  Heath. 

3..  There  we  Refo! ve  to  meet  Macheth  \,{_A fbrUk  like. an  OaK  . 
1.  I come  Gray  Malking.  ^ 

AH.  Peddock  calls  1 

To  us  fair  Weather’s  foul,  and  foul  is  fair ! 

Come  hover  through  the  foggy,  filthy  Air—-  [Ex.  flyings  . • 

Enter  King,  Malcolm i Donalbain  andhtmXtViith  Attendants, 
meeting  Seyton  wounded. 

King.  What  aged  man  is  that  > if  we  may  guefs 
His  Mefiage  by  his  looks,  he  can  relate  the 
Iftiie  of  the  Battel? 

Male.  This  is  the  Valiant  Seyton : 

Who  like  a good  and  hardy  Souldier  fought ' 

To  fave  my  liberty.  Hail,  worthy  Friend,' 

Inform  he  King  in  what  condition  ypU  '.  . » 

Did  leave  the  Battle ? ^ . 

It  wav  doubtful;  . 

As  two  fpent  fwimmers,  who  together  cling 
And  ohoiric  their  Art : the  mercilefs  Macdonald^'  1 
^ (W6>^thy  tobeaRebsl,  to  which  end . 

, The  multiplying  Villanies  of  Nature  , 

Swarm'd  thick  upon  hitn)  from  the  W^ern  - 

■ Wit&n 
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With  Kernes  and  GaUoW'glaHes  was  fupply’d. 

Whom  Fortune  with  her  fiiiiles  obliged  a wHHe  ; 

But  brave  Madeth  (who  welJ  defcrves  that  Name) 

Did  with  his  Frowns  put  all  her  (miles  to  flight ; 

And  cut  his  paflage  to  the  Rebels  Perfon : 

Then  having  Conquer’d  him  with  Angle  Force, 

He  fixt  his  head  upon  our  Battlements. 

King.  O valiant  Coufin  1 Worthy  Gentleman ! 

Sejton.  But  then  this  Day-break  of  our  Vidory 
Serv’d  but  to  light  us  into  other  Dangers 
That  fpring  from  whence  our  hopes  did  feem  to  rife  ; 

Produc’d  our  Hazard : for  no  (boner  had 

The  Juftice  of  your  Caufe,  Sir,  (arm’d  with  Valour,) 

Corapell’d  thefe  nimble  Kernes  to  truft  their  Heels,* 

But  the  Nvrweyan  hard  (having  expe<3ed 
This  oppertunity)  with  new  Supplies 
Began  a frelh  Allaulr. 

King.  Difmaid  not  this  our  Generals,  Madeth 
And  Banquo} 

, Seytoh.  Tes.  as  Spartto^vs  Eagles,  or  as  Hares  do  Lions  i 
As  Flames  are  heighten’d  by  accefs  of  Fuel, 

So  did  their  Valours  gather  ftrength,  by  having 
Frelh  Foes,  on  whom  to  exetcife  their  Swords : 

Whofe  Thunder  ftill  did  drown  the  dying  Groans 
Of  thole  they  (lew,  which  clfe  had  been  fo  great. 

They’d  frighted  all  the  Reft  into  Retreat.' 

My  Spirits  faint : I would  relate  the  WoUhds 
Which  their  Swords  made ; but  my  own  filence  me. 

So  well  thy  Wounds  become  thee  as  thy  Words : 
They’re  full  of  Honour  both:  Go,  get  him  Surgeons- 1 

».  ^P* 

Enter  Macduff. 

But,  who  comes  there  > 

Male.  Noble  Macduff, 

Lenox.  Whrt  hafte  looks  through  his  Eyes! 

^nal.  So  Ihould  he  look  who  comes  to  fpeak  things  ftranee 
Long  live  the  King./  ® ^ 

King  Whence  cora’ft  thou,  worthy  Thane  i 
Macd.  From  Fffe  Great  King,  where  the  Morpteyaa  Banneri 
Darkned  the  Air  i »id  Sim’d  oSr  People  cold: 
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Norway  himfelf  with  infinite  Supplies, 

(Allifted  by  that  moft  diHoyal  Thaae 
Of  Cawdor^  long  maintain’d  a difmal  ConfliA,' 

Till  brave  Macbeth  oppos’d  his  bloody  Rage, 

And  check’d  his  haughty  Spirits,  after  which 
His  Army  fled  : Thus  lhallow  ftreams  may  flow 
Forward  with  violence  a while ; but  when 
They  are  oppos’d,  as  fall  run  back  agen. 

In  brief,  the  the  Victory  was  ours. 

A7»^.  Great  Happinefe  1 

A/aU<  And  now  the  Norway  King  craves  Compofition. 

We  would  not  grant  the  Burial  of  his  Men, 

Uutil  at  Colemi-Inch  he  had  disburs’d 
Great  heaps  of  Treafure  to  our  General’s  ufe. 

King.  No  more  that  Thane  of  Cawdor  Ihall  deceive 
Our  ^nfidence  j pronounce  his  prefent  Death  j 
And  with  his  former  Title  greet  Macleth. 

He  has  deferv’d  it. 

Macd.  Sir!  I’ll  fee  it  done. 

King.  What  he  hath  loft.  Noble  Macleth  has  won — {JExemt' 
Thunder  and  Lightning. 

Enter  three  Witches  flying. 

1.  Witch.  Where  haft  thou  been.  Sifter 
X.  Killing  Swine. 

3.  Sifter;  Where  thou 

I.  A Sailor’s  Wife  had  Chefnuts  in  her  Lap, 

And  mounch’d,  and  mounch’d,  and  mounch’d ; give  me,  quoth  t ; 
Anoint  thee,  Witch,  the  Rump-fed  Ronyon  cry’d. 

Her  Husband’s  to  the  Baltick  gone,  Matter  o’th  Tygre 
But  in  a Sieve  I’ll  thither  fail, 

And  like  a Rat  without  without  a Tail,  . 

I’ll  do.  I’ll  do,  and  I will  do. 

X.  I’ll  give  thee  a Wind. 

I.  Thou  art  kind. 

. 3.  And  I another. 

I.  I my  felf  have  all  the  other. 

And  then  from  every  Port  they  blow ; 

From  all  the  Points  that  Sea- men  know.  - v >’ 

I will  drain  him  dry  as  Hay  i "y 

Sleep  ihali  neither  night  nor  day 

Hang 
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Hang  upon  the  Pent*houfe  Lid  ; 

My  Charms  lhall  his  Repofe  forbid,  ^ , ■ 

Weary-fen-nights  nine  times  nine, 

Shall  he  dwindle,  waft  and  pine.  - 

Though  his  Bark  cannot  be  loft,  ' ' : ? 

Yet  (hall  be  Tempeft-toft. 

Look  what  I have. 

a.  Shew  me,  Ihew  me — 

I.  Here  I have  a Pilot’s  Thumb 
Wrack’d  as  homeward  he  did  come ! \.A  Drum  within. 

3.  A Drum,  a Drum: 

Macheth  does  come. 

I.  The  weyward  Sifters  hand  in  hand, 

Pofters  of  the  Sea  and  Land 
Thus  do  go  about,  about 
Thrice  to  thine, 

z.  And  thrice  to  mine 

3.  And  thrice  agen  to  makeup  nine.' 

z.  Peace,  the  Charm’s  wound  up. 

Enter  Macbeth  and  Banquo  with  Attendantt 
Mach.  Command ; they  make  a Halt.upon  the  Heath.—— 

So  fair  and  foul  a day  I have  not  feen ! . 

Bm(i.  How  far  is’t  now  to  Sorts  ? what  are  thefe  . 

So  wither’d,  and  fo  wild  in  their  Attire  i 
That  look  not  like  the  Earths  Inhabitants, 

And  y et  are  on’t  ? Live  you  ?.  .Or  arp  you  things  . ■ . 

Crept  hither  from  the  lower  World  to  fright  •,  . , 

' Th’lnhabitants  of  this  ? You  feem  to  knowme' 

By  laying  all  at  once  your  choppy  Fingers  • , ^ 

Upon  your  skinny  Lips  ; you  fliou’d  be  Women, 

And  yet  your  Looks  forbid  me  to  interpret 
So  well  of  you— — 

Mach.  Speak  if  you  can,  what  are  you  ? ^ , 

I.  fVitch  All  hail,  Macheth,  Hail  to  thee  Ti^eotGiamis ; 
z.  All  hail,  Macheth,  Hail  to  thee  Thane  of  Cawder.  ' . 

3.  All  hail,  Macheth,  who  fliali  be  King  hereafter. 

Banq^.  Good  Sir,  what  makes  you  ftart  ? and  feem  to  dread 
Events^ which  found  fo  fair  ? I’tn  name  of  Truth 
Are  you  fantaftical.^  or  that  indeed  j . • 

Which  outwardly  you  fliew  My  ijpblc  Partf^rii,  - jif ,!(  , - 

'ton 
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You greetwithprefent Grace, 'T.i  . i \ , 

And  ftrange  predicStion  - 

Of  Noble  Fortune,  and  of  Royal  Hope  ; 

With  which  he  feems  furpriz’d  :■  To  me  you  fpeak  not. 

If  you  can  look  intathe  feeds  of  Time, 

And  tell  which  grain  will  grow,  and  which  will  not, 

Speak  then  to  mej  who  neither  beg  your  favour. 

Nor  fear  your  hate.'^ — ; 

1.  Hail/  > i.  - 

2.  Hail/  ‘ 

3.  Hail/  \ , ‘ ; 

1.  Lefler  than  and  greater. 

2.  Not  fo  happy,  yet  much  happier. 

3.  Thou  (halt  get  Kings,  thou  lhalt  ne’re  be  one. 

So  zWhsW  Macbeth  Banquo- — 

p I.  Banquo  zaA  Macbeth,  iW  HiW.—  , \Extmt. 

Macbeth  Stay  ! you  impcrfcA  Speakers  / tell  me  more ; 

By  Sinel's  death  I know  I am  Thane  of  Glamis ; 

But  how  of  Cawdor,  whilft  that  Thane  yet  lives  } 

And,  for  your  promife,  that  I lhall  be  King, 

’Tis  not  within  the  prolpeft  of  belief. 

No  more  than  to  be  Cawdor : fay  from  whence 
You  have  this  ftrange  Intelligence,  or  why 
Upon  this  blafted  Heath  you  flop  our  way 
Withfuch  prophetick  greeting?  Speak,  I charge  you.'  . 

' [iVitchesvanip, 

Ha/  gone/——  . . i , 

Banq.  The  Earth  has  Bubbles  like  the  Water : 

And  thefe  are  fome  of  them : how  foon  they  are  vanifli’d ! 

Macb.  — Th’  are  turn’d  to  Air ; what  feem’d  Corporeal 
Is  melted  into  nothing;  would  they  had  Raid. 

Banq.  Were  fuch  things  here  as  we  difeours’d  of  now  ? 

Or  have  we  tafted  fome  infedious  Herb 
That  captivates  our  Reafon  t 

Your  Children  lhall  be  Kings. 

Banq.  You  lhall  be  King. 

■ Macb.  And  ofGaw^/tfr  too,  went  it  not  fo  ? 

Banq.  Juft  to  that  very  tune  ? who’s  here  ? 

Entef 

Macd.  Macbeth  the  King  has  happily  receiv’d 
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The  news  of  your  fuccefs:  And  when  he  reads 
Yourpers’nal  venture  in  the  Rebels  fight, 

His  wonder  and  his  praifes  then  contend 
Which  lhall  exceed : when  he  reviews  your  worthi. 

He  finds  you  in  the  flout  tfomeyan  ranks ;; 

Not  flatting  at  the  Images  of  Death. 

Made  by  your  felf : each  Meffenger  which  came, 

Being  loaden  with  the  praifes  of  your  Valours 
Seem’d  proud  to  fpeak  your  Glories  to  the  King  ; ^ 

Who  for  an  earneft  of  a greater  Honour,  ^ 

Bad  me,  from  him,  to  call  you  Thane  of  Cawdor 
In  which- Addition,  Hail,  moft  noble 

Banq.  What,  can  the  Devil  fpeak  true?  • 

Mack  The  Thane  of  Cawdor  lives  I 
Why  do  you  drefs  me  in  his  borrowed  Robes  ? • ■ 

Macd.  ’Tis  true.  Sir ; He,  who  was  the  Thane,  yetj 
But  under  heavy  judgment  bears  that  life 
Which  he  injuftice  is  condemn’d  tolofe. 

Whether  he  was  combing  with  thofe  of  Norway, 

Or  did  aflift  the  Rebel  privately  ; 

Or  whether  he  concurr’d  With  both,  to  caufc 
His  Country’s  danger,  Sir,  I cannot  tell : 

, But,  Treafons  Capital,  confefs’d,  and  prov’d,  ' 

Have  over-thrown  him. 

Mach.  Glamis  &nd  Thane  of  Cawdor  I 
The  greatefl  is  behind ; my  noble  Partner  ! 

Do  you  not  hope  your  Children  fliall  be  Rings? 

When  thofe  who  gave  to  me  the  Thane  of  Cawdor’  - ‘ 

Profiiis’d  no  lefs  to  them. 

B'anq.  If  all  be  true, 

Ypu  have  a Title  to  a Crown,  as  well 
As  to  the  Thane  of  Cawdor.  Itfeemsflrangej 
But  many  tiroes  to  win  us  to  our  harm. 

The  Inflruments  of  darknefs  tell  us  truths. 

And  tempt  us  with  low  triffcs,  that  they  may 
Betray  us  in  the  things  of  high  concern. 

Mad.  Th’have  told  me  truth  as  to  the  name  of  Cawdor,  \afide, 
^ That  may  be  Prologue  to  the  name.of  King.^ 

Lefs  Titles  Ihou’d  the  greater  ftill  fore-run, 

The  morning  Star  doth  uflier  to  the  Sun. 

” ■ 'Thfc 
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Grange  a manner 

Deliver  d:  neither  can  be  good  nor  ill. 

If  ill  j twould  give  no  earneft  of  fuccefs. 

Jginning^in  a truth;  I’m  ri^^wofcTW^r; 

Fgood,  Why  am  I then  perplext  with  doubt  * 

My  fu.ure  bli/s  caufes  my  prefent  fears  . 

Fortune,  methinks  which  rains  down  Honour  on  me 
W ro  ram  Blood  too : £>,««  dots  appear  ’ 

Clouded  by  my  increafing  Glories ; but 
Thefe  are  but  dreams. 

Banq  Look  how  my  Partner’s  rap’d ' 

Surprizes,  and  refemble 

CSwfbTwp ’orufe* «■  »'"•  ' 

Mach,  Come,  what  come  may  j 

time  run  through  the  rougheft  day. 

Banq  Worthy  I we  wait  upon  your  leafure. 

WtiSiv  M upon  paft  tranfacSions  j 

o thy  Macduff ; your  pains  are  regiftred 

S l'""  w thtm. 

Letshaftento  theKing:  we  J1  think  upon 

Thefe  accidents  at  more  convenient  time. 

OuZZ^^U  weigh’d-them,  we’ll  impart 

Uur  mutual  judgments  to  each  others  breads. 

Let  It  be  fo. 

£»rer  King,  Lenox,  Malcolm,  Donalbaine,,^«M^a«r,. 
AV»g.  Is  Execution  done  on  CamJor  yet  * 

Or  are  they  not  return’d,  who  were  implov’d 
In  doing  It?  ^ 

Male.  They  are  not  yet  come  back  ; 

A^  j V- with  one  who  faw  him  die 

And  did  report  that  very  frankly  he  , 

Confels  d his  Treafons,  and  implor’d  your  Pardon  • 

With  figns  of  a llncere  and  deep  Repentance 

He  ^ d me,  nothing  in  his  Life  became  him 

So  well,  as  did  his  l^it^  it.  Kedy’d  i ' 1 

As  one  who  had  been  fiudy^d  in  his  I^th, 

® ' Quitting 
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Quitting  tliedeareft  thing  be  ever  had^^  . ^ 

As  ’twere  a wortWefs  Trifle.  • • . ‘ j ; , ’ 

King.  There’s  no  Art  . . p.-j  • » 

To  find  the  Mind’s  Conftrtjat&n  in  the  Fac^  r 

He  was  a Gentlfeman  on  whom  I built 

An  abfolute  Truft.  ^ _ 

Enttr  Macbeth,  Banquo,  and  Macdutt. 

O Worthy ’ft  Cozen ! ’ ' . . 

The  Sin  of  my  Ingratitude  even  now 
Seem’d  heavy  on  me.  Thou  art  fo  far  before^ 

That  all  the  Wings  of  Recompertce  are  flow 
To  overtake  thee  : would  thou  hadft  lefs  deferv  d 
That  the  proportion  both  of  Thanks  and  Payment 
Might  have  been  mine  ; I’ve  only  left  to  fay. 

That  thou  deferv’ft  more  than  I have  to  pay. 

The  Serj^ice  and  the  Loyalty  I oW'e  you, 

Ts  a fufficient  payf^ftnt  for  U felf ; 

Your  Royal  Part  is  to  rccewe  our  Duties ; 

" Which  Duties  are,  Sir,  to  your-Throne  and  State, 
Children  and  Servants ; and  when  we  expofa 
Our  deareft  Lives  to  fave  your  Intereft, 

We  do  but  whac  we  ought;  ' ’ 

A'/«g.  .Y’are  we!com.e  hither ; . ’ . 

1 have  begun  to  plant  thee,  and  will  labour 
Still  to  advance  thy  Growth : And  Noble 
(who  haft  no  lefs  deferved  ; nor  muft  partake  ^ 
Lefs  of  our  Favour)  let  me  here  enfold  thee, . 

. And  hold  thee  to  my^Heart. 

There  if  I grow,;  , > h ' 

The  Harveft  is  your  own..  • ^ 

■ King.  My  Joys  are  now  ■ 

Wanton  in  fulnefs  5 and  wou’d  hide  themfelves 
In  drops  of  Sorrow.  Rinfmen,  Sons,  and  Thanes  5 
And  you,  whofe  places  are  the  neareft,  know 
We  will  eftablifh  our  Eftate  upon 
OurEldeft,  Jkhlcolm,  whom  w6  name  hereafter ' 
The  Prince  of  Cuynherland : xm  muft  he  wear 
His  Honours  unaccompany ’d  by  others,. 

But  Marks  of  Nobleneis, ‘like  Stars  (hall  fliine  ' 
Qn  all  Defervers.,  Now  we’ll  haften  hence 
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The  Tragedy  0/  M A C B E T H. 

To  Envernefs : we’il  be  your  Gueft,  Macheth, 

And' there  Gontrad:  a greater  Debt  than  that 
Which  1 .already  owe  you. ' 

Mach.  That  Honour,  Sir^ 

Out-fpeaks  the  beft  ExprefTion  of  my  Thanks : 
ril  be  my  felf  the  Harbinger,  and  blefs  ' 

My  Wife  with  the  glad  News  of  your  Approach'. 

I humbly  take  my  Leave.  going  out,  fpeah^ 

King.  My  Worthy  Cctwdo'r^-^ivhitjl  the  K talks  Kith  Ban.  • 
Mach.  The  Prince  of  CamherUndl  That  is  a ftep  ' - ' 

On  which  I muft  fall  down,  or  elfe  o’re-leap ; 

For  in  my  way  it  lies.  Stars ! hide  your  Fires, 

Let  no  li^t  fee  my  black  and  deep  Defires, 

The  ftrange  Idea  of  a bloody  Ad 

Does  into  doubt  all  my  Refolvcs  diftrad.  ' 

My  Eye  lhall  at  my  Hand  connive,  the  Sun 

Himfelf  Ihould  wink  when  fuch  a Deed  is  done — — \Exit. 

King.  True,  Noble  Banquo,  he  is  full  of  Worth  ; 

And  with  his  Grmmendations  I am  fed } 

It  is  a Feaft  to  me.  Lets  after  him, 

Whofe  Care  is  gone  before  to  bid  us  welcom : 

He  is  a matchlefs  Kinfman , ^Exeunt: 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth,  and  Lady  Macduffj  Lady  Macbeth  ■ 
having  a Letter  in  her  handi 

La,  Mach.  Madam,  I have  obferv’d  fince  you  came  hither,  . 
You  have  been  ftill  difconfolate.  Pray  tell  me. 

Are  you  in  perfed  Health  ? - 

La.  Macdi  A\zs\  Ho'ti  an  Vi 
My  Lord,  when  Honour  call’d  him  to  the 'War, 

Took  with  him  half  of  my  divided  Soul, 

Which  lodging  in  his  Ek)fom,  lik’d  fo  well 
The  Place,  that  ’tis  not  yet  return’d. 

La.  Mach.  Methinks 

That  fliould  not  diforder  you : for,  no  doubt 
The  brave  Afocr/ajf  left  half  his  Soul  behind  him. 

To  make  up  the  Oefed  of  yours.  ^ ^ 

La.  Macd.  Alas ! * 

The  Part  tranfplanted  from  his  Breaft  to  mine^, 

( As ’twere  by  Sympathy)  ftill  bore  a lharc 
!n  all  the  Hazards  which  the  other  half 
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Incufr’d,and  fill’d  my  Bofom  up  with  fears. 

La.  Mad.  Thofe  fear?,  methinks,  fliould  ceafe  now  he  is  fafe: 
La.  Macd,  Ah,  Madam,  dangers  which  have  long  prevail’d 
Upon  the  Fancy  j even  when  they  are  dead 
Live  in  the  Memory  a- while. 

La.  Mad.  Although  his  Safety  has  not  power  enough  to  put 
Your  Doubts  to  flight,  yet  the  bright  Glories  which 
He  gain  d in  Battel  might  difpel  thofe  Clouds. 

La.  Macd.  The,  world  miftakes  the  Glories  gain’d  in  War, 
Thinking  their  Luftre  true:  alas,  they  are’  , 

But  Comets,  Vapours!  by  fome  Men  exhal’d 
From  others  Blood,  and  kindl’d  in  the  Region 
Of  Popular  Applaufe,  in  which  they  live 
A while ; then  vanilh : and  the  very  Breath 
“ Which  firfi  inflam  d them,  blow’s  them  outagen. 

La.  Mad.  I willingly  would  read  this  Letter;’  but 
Her  Prefence  hinders  me;  I muft  divert  her. 

If  you  are  111,  Repofe  may  do  you  good  ; 

Y’had  beft  retire ; and  try  if  you  can  fleep, 

1L4  "j’  too  long  have  kept  me  W'aking, 

Madam  ! 1 11  take  your  Cpunfel La.  Macd. 

^ leifure  to  perufe  this  Letter. 

Hfslaft  brought  fome  Imper/ed  News  ofibings 

Which  in  the  Shape  of  Women  greeted  him 
In  a ftrange  manner.  This  perhaps  may  give 
More  full  Intelligence. 

Reads.  They  mt  m in  the  day  affaccefi^and  I have  hen  told  they 

them  thin  mrtf  M^ 

ftton  them  further ; they  made  themfelves  Air.  WhM' f entered  d 
^yfdfmththe  mnjer  of  it,  came  Miffives  from  the  Kinr  Jo 
cfd  me  ^hane  o/  Cawdor:  by  which  Title,  thefe  weywfrd L 
Jlers  had  faluted  me  before,  and  referr'dme  to  the  cOmkqron  of 
ttmejmth  Had  King  that  Jhall  be.  This  have  J imoartedfo  thee 
{my  dearefl  Partner  of  Qreatntfs).^^^  thou  might’fl  not  lofe  jy 

in,  '*  '^‘y 

Glamis  th-ou  art,  and  Cawdor,  and  lhalt  be 
What  thou  art  premis’d : yet  I fear  thy  Nature 
Has  too  much  of  the  Milk  of  Humane  Kindnefs 
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To  takS  the  neareft  way  : thou  would’ft  begreat.- 
Thou  do’ft  not  want  Ambition : but  the  ill  * - 
Which  Ihould  attend  it;  what  thou  highly covet’ft  • 

Thou  covet’ft  holily!  Alas,  thou  art 
Loath  to  play  falfe ; and  yet  would’ll  wrongly  win  1 
Oh  how  irregular  are  thy  Dcfires  > 

Thou  willingly,  Great  G/cwix,  would’ft  enjoy  ' •' 

The  end  without  the  Means!  Oh  hafte  thee  thither 
That  I may  pour  my  Spirits  in  thy  Ear : ’ ^ 

And  chaftife  with  the  Valour  of  my  Tongue  - 

Thy  too  effeminate  Defires  of  that 
Which  Supernatural  Alliftance  feeras 
it)  Crown  thee  with.  What  may  be  your  hdws? 


1 Enter  Servant.  t 

Mach.Ser.  The  King  cottitt  hither  to  night.  ’ ' 

La.  Mach.  Thou’ft  mad  to  fay  it : ' 

Is  not  thy  Matter  with  hinl  > Were  this  true. 

He  would  give  notice  for  the  preparation. 

Mach  Ser  So  pleafe  you,  it  is  true : our  Lhane  is  coming  j 
One  of  my  Fellows  had  the  fpeed  of  him  : 

Who  almoft  dead  for  breath;  had  feareely  more 

Than  would  makeup  his  Mtffage.  — ■ ' ' 

La.  Mach.  Sec  him  well  look’d  to:  he  brings  welcome  News, 
There  would  be  Mufick  in  a Raven’s  Voice, 

Which  Ihould  but  croak  the  Entrance  of  the  King 

Under  my  Battlements.  Come  all  you  Spirits  ^ 

That  wait  on  Mortal  Thoughts:  unfex  me  here- 
Empty  my  Nature  of  Humanity, 

And  fill  it  up  with  Cruelty:  make  thick 
My  Blood,  and  flop  all  paflage  to  Remorfe; . 

That  no  Relapfes  into  Mercy  may  * 

Shake  my^  defign,  nor  make  it  fall  before 
Ik  ripen  d to  Effetft: : you  murthering  Spirits^ . 

(Where  ere  tnfightlefsSubftances you  wait  ‘ 

On  Nature’s  mifobief)  come,  and  fill  my'  Breads  - - 
With  Gall  inftead  of  Milk : make  baft  dark  Night  - 
And  hide  me  in  a Smoak  as  black  as  Hell ; . 

That  my  keen  Sted  fee  not  the  Wound  it  makes  •- 
^rHea^n  ^e^throughthe  Curtains  of  the  Dark  . 

AO  py»H<Ma!  Hold! . . 
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_ ^ Macbeth. . : , ; : 

Gtt^lGlamh!  Wort1iy’CWw..i'  : : ' ■ v •'  . 

Greaterthanbdtky  by  the  Ail-Hail  hereafter  ; / . 

Thy  Letters  have  tranfpoirted  me-beyorwi  :i  - 

My  prefent  Pofture'jjl,  already  feci , ^ 

The  future  in  the  inuant*  ’ 

Deareft  Lovp,  ■ i>  ’i  , • ; 

comes  to  night.  i-  . ■ - 

Za.  When  goes  he  hence  ? - . 

Mach.  To  morrow,  as  he  purpofes.  ■ . 

La.  Mach.  O ntvtt\  i , i;  > -- 

Never  mayl'any  Sun  that  morrow  fee. 

Your  Face,  my  is  as  a Book,  where  Men 

May  read  ftrange  Matters  tp;beguije,the  time. 

Be  cheerful.  Sir ; bear  welcom  in  your  Eye,  . . 

Your  Hand,  your  Tongue;:  Look  like  the  innocent  Flower, 
But  be  the  Serpent  uhder’t : He  that’s  coming 
Muft  be  provided  for : and  you  lhall  put 
' This  Night’s  great  Bufinefsinto  my  Difpatch; 

Which  lhall  to  our  future  Nights  and  Days 
Give~Soveraign  Command  : we  will  with-draw. 

And  talk  «>n’t  further  : Let  your  Looks  be  clear, 

Yoar  Change  of  Count’nance  does  betoken  Fcar.^  {^Exeunt. 
Enter  King,  Malcolme,  Donalbaine,  Banquo,  Lenox, 
Macduff",  Attendants. 

King.  This  Caftle  has  a very  pleafant  Seat ; 

The  Air  does  fweetly  recommend  it  felf 

To  our  delighted  Senfes. 

Banq.  The  Gueft  of  Summer, 

The  1 emple-haunting  Martin,  by  his  choice 
Of  this  place  for  his  Manfion,  feems  to  tell  ns. 

That  here  Heavens  Breath  fmells  pleafantly.  No  Window, 

Buttrtce,  nor  place  of  Vantage ; but  this  Bipd 

Has  made  his  pendant  Bed  and  Cradle  where 
He  breeds  arid  haunts.  I have  obferv’d  the  Air, 

’lis  delicate.- 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth. 

King.  See,  fee  our  honoured  Hoftefs, 

Bv  loving  us,  fome  Perfons  caufc  our  Trouble} 

Which  ftill  we  thank  as  Love : herein  I teach 
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You  how  you  (hould  bid  us  welcome  for  your  Palnsi 
And  thank  you  for  your  Trouble. 

La.  Mach.  All  our  Services 
In  every  point  twice  done,  would  prove  but  poor 
And  fingle  Gratitude,  if  weigh’d  with  thefe 
Obliging  Honours  which 
Your  Majefty  confers  upon  our  Houfe ; 

For  Dignities  of  o|d  and  later  Date 
(Being  too  poor  to  pay)  we  muft  be  ftill 
Your  humble  Debtors. 

Macd.  Madam,  we  are  all  jointly,  to  nightj  your  trouble  j 
But  I am  your  Trefpafler  upon  another  (core. 

My  Wife,  I underftand,  has  in  my  abfence 
Retir’d  to  you. 

La.  Mach.  I muft  thank  her  ; for  whilft  flie  came  to  me 
Seeking  a Cure  for  her  own  Solitude, 

She  brought  a Remedy  to  mine : her  Fears 
For  you  have  fomewhat  indifpos’d  her.  Sir, 

She’s  now  withdrawn  to  try  if  Ihe  can  deep: 

When  /he  /hall  wake,  I doubt  not  but  your  prefence 
Will  perfet^ly  reftore  her  Health. 

King.  Where’s  the  Thane  of  Cawdor  * ..  . 

We  cours’d  him  at  tlte  heels,  and  had  a purpofe 
To  be  his  Purveyor  .•  but  he  rides  well. 

And  his  great  Love  (^/harp  as  his  Spur)  has  brought  him 
Hither  before  us.  Fair  and  Noble  Lady, 

We  are  your  Guefts  to  night. 

La.  Mach.  Your  Servants  ' 

Should  make  their  Audit  at  your  pleafure,  Sir, 

And  Hill  return  it  as  their  Debt. 

Kjng.  Give  me  your  hand. 

Conduft  me  to  Macheth : we  love  him  highly, 

And  /hall  continue  our  A/Fedion  to  him.  [ExeunU 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Mach.  If  it  were  well,  when  done;  then  it  were  well 
It  were  done  quickly  ; if  his  Death  might  be 
Without  the  Death  of  Nature  in  my  felf. 

And  killing  my  own  Reft ; it  wou’d  fuffice; 

But  Deeds  of  this  Complexion  ftill  return 
To  plague  the  Doer,  and  deftroy  his  Peace : 

C Yet 
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Yet  let  me  think ; he’s  here  in  double  truft. 

Firft,  as  I am  his  Kinfman,  and  his  Subjedt, 

Strong  both  again  ft  the  Deed : then  as  his  Hoft, 

Who  fliould  againft  this  murderer  (hut  the  door, 

Not  bear  the  fword  my  feJf.  Befides,  this  Duncan 

Has  born  his  faculties  fb  meek,  and  been 

So  clear  in  his  great  Office ; that -his  Virtues,  ' ! „ 

Like  Angels,  pFead  againft  fo  black  a deed  ; 

Vaulting  Ambition/  thou  o’re-leap’ft  thy  felf 
To  fail  upon  another : now,  what  news-^ 

Enter  L,  Macbeth. 

L.  Mach.  H’hasalmoft  fupp’d: 'why  have  you  left  the  chamber  t 
Mach.  Has  he  enquir’d  for  me  > ■ 

L.  Mach.  Y ou  know  he  has  I . 

Mach.  We  wiil  proceed  no  farther  in  this  bufinefs  t;  ' 

H’has  honoured  of  late  j — ^ 

Golden  opinions  from  all  lorts  of  People, 

Which  fliould  be  worn  nowin  their  neweft 
Not  caft  afide  fo  foon.  ‘ 

La,  Mach.  Was  the  hope  drunk 
Wherein  you  drefs’d  your  felf  ? has  it  fiept  fihce.^ 

And  wakes  it  now  to  look  fo  pale  and  fekrful 
At  what  it  wiflit  <b  freely  ? Can  you  fear 
To  be  the  fame  in  your  own  a<St  and  valour. 

As  in  deltre  you  are  ? would  you  enjoy  ' 

hat  you  repute  the  Ornament  of  Life, 

And  live  a Coward  in  your  own  efleem  .* 

You  dare  not  venture  on  the  thing' you  wifli ; 

But  ftill  would  be  in  tame  expetftanceof  it. 

Mach.  I prethee  peace : I dare  do  all  that  may 
Become  a man  ; he  who  dares  more,  is  none. 

La.Jiach.  W hat  Beaft  then  made  ybii  break  this  Enterprize  ■ 
To  me  i*'  when  you  did  that,  you  were  a man : 

Nay,  to  be  more  than  what  you  were,  you  would 
Be  fo  much  more  the  man.  Nor  time  nor  place 
Did  then  adhere ; and  yet  you  wifli’d  for  both ; 

And  now  th’have  made  themfelves;  howyou 
Y’'ojr  Cowardize/  I’ve  given  fuck,  and  know 
How  tender ’tis  to  love- the  Babe  that  milks 
I would,  whiift  it  was  fmiling  in  my  face,. 

Have 


Have  pluckt  my  Nipple  from  his  bonelefs  gums, 

And  dafht  the  brains  out,  had  I fo  refolv’d, 

As  you  have  done  for  this. 

-Mad.  If  wefhould  fail; ■ 

L.  Mad.  Vio'N  iiiW 

Bring  but  your  Courage  to  the  fatal  place' 

And  we’ll  not  fail  j when  Duncan  is  afleep, 

(To  which  the  pains  of  this  days  journey  will 
Soundly  invite  him)  his  two  Chamberlains  ^ ^ 

I will  with  wine  and  waflel  fo  convince,  ? 

That  memory  ( the  Gentry  of  the  brain) 

Shall  be  a fume ; and  the  receipt  of  reafon,  ■ 

A Limbeck  only : when,  in  fwinilh  fleep, 

Their  natures  (hall  lie  drench’d,  as  in  their  Death,' 

What  cannot  you  and  I perform  upon 
His  fpungy  Officers?  we’ll  make  them  bear 
The  guilt  of  our  black  Deed. 

Mack  Bring  forth  men-children  only ; 

For  thy  undaunted  Temper  fliould  produce 
Nothing  but  Males ; but  yet  when  we  have  mark’d 
Thofe  of  his  Chamber  (whilft  they  are  afleep) 

With  Duncans  Blood, and  us’d  their  very  Daggers  j 

I fear  it  will  not  be,  with  eafe,  believ’d 

That  they  have  done’t.  ••  ' 

La-  Mach.  Who  dares  believe  it  otherwife. 

As  we  Ihail  make  our  Griefs  and  Clamours  loud 
After  his  Death  ? 

Mad.  I’m  fettled,  and  will  ftretch  up 
Each  fainting  Sine  w to  this  Bloody  A(fL  ' 

Come,  let’s  delude  the  time  with  faireft  Show, 

Feign’d  Looks  mufl  hide  what  the  faife  Heart  does  know. 


ACT  II.  SCENE  I. 


Enter  Banquo,  and^k&n. 

Banquo.  y T O W goes  the  night.  Boy  ? 

y j[  Flean,  I have  not  heard  the  Qock, 


But  the  Moon  is  down. 

Banq.  And  (he  goes  down  at  Twelve.-,  ' 

Flean.  I take’t  ’tis  late,  Sir.  [Ex-.Flean., 

• BMq.  An  heavy, Summons  Ires  like  Lead  upon  me ; 

Nature  wou’d  have  me  fleep,  and  yet  I fain  would  wake  .-* 
Merciful  Powers  retrain  me  in  thefe  curfed  Thoughts 
That  thus  difturh  my  Reft.  \_Rnter  Macb.  <?»</  Servant. , 

Who’s  there  ? 

Macleth.  A Friend.’ 

Banq-  What,  Sir,  not  yet  at  reft. > The  King’s  a-bedj 
pie  has  been  to  night  in  an  unufual  Pleafure ; 

He-to  your  Servants'  has  been  bountiful, 

And  with  this  Diamond  he  greets  your  Wife 
By  the  obliging  Name  of  moft  kind  Hoftefs. 

Macb.  The  King  taking  us  unprepar’d,  reftrain’d  our  Powerr 
of.ferving  him;  which elfe  ihould  have  wrought  more  free. . 

Banq-  All’s  well. 

I dream’d  laft  night  of  the  three  wey  ward  Sifters, . 

To  you  they  have  fhewn  fome  Truth., 

I think  not  of  them ; 

- Y.er,  when  we  can  intreat  an  hour  or  tw'o,. 

We’ll  fpend  it  in  fome  Wood  upon  that  Buftnefs*,, 

Banq.  At  your  kindeft  Leifure.- 
- Macb-  If  when  the  Prophecy  begins  to 'look  like  Truth  . 
You  will  adhere  to  me,  it  (hall  make  Honour  for  you. 

Banq.-  So  I lofe  none  in  feeking  to  augment  it,  but  ftUl 
Keeping  my  Bofom  free,  and  my  Allegiance  dear, 

I .ftiall  be  counfell’d.- 

Macb.  Good  B.epofe  the  while. 

Banq.  The  like  to  you,  Sir.  Ba^<Juo^ 

Macb:.  Go,  bid  your  Miftrefs,  when  Ihe  is  undrefi^ 

To  ftrike  the  Clofet-bell,  and  I’ll  go  to  bed. 

Is  .this  a Dagger  which  I fee  before  me  ? 

The  Hilt  draws  towards  my  Hand;. come  ktmegrafp  thee; 

I have  thee  not,  and  yet  I fee  thee  ftill 
Art  thou  not  fatal  Vifion,  fenfible 
To  feeling  as  to  fight  ? Or,  art  thou  but 
A Dagger  of  the  Mind,  a falfe  Creation 
Proceeding  from  the  Brain,  oppreft  with  Heat  ? : 

- hly  Eyes  are  made  the.  Fools  of  th’other  Seafes; 


Or  elfe  worth  all  the  reft  .•  I fee  thee  ftill. 

And  on  thy  Blade  are  ftains  of  reeking  Blood. 

It  is  the  bloody  Buftnefs  that  thus 

Informs  my  Eye-fight ; now,  to  half  the  World 

Nature  feemsdead,  and  wicked  Dreams  infed: 

The  Health  of  fteep ; now  Witchcraft  celebrates 
Pale  Hecate  s Offerings ; now  Murder  is 
Allarm'd  by  his  nights  Centinel:  the  Wolf, 

Whofe  Howling  feems  the  Watch- word  to  the  Dead  : 

But  whilft  I talk,  he  lives : hark,  I amfummon’d;, 

O Duncan,  hear  it  not,  for  ^tis  a Bell 
That  rings  my  Coronation,  and  thy  Knell.  [Exit, 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth. 

La;  Mach.  That  which  made  them  drunk,  has  made  me  bold; 
What  has  quenched  them,  hath  given  new  Fire  to  me. . 

Hark ; oh,' it'  waS  the  Owl  that  ftiriek’d ; 

The  fatahBell- man  that  oft  bids  good  night  • 

To  dying  Men,  he  is  about  it ; • the  Doors  are  open,- 

And  whilft  thefurfeited  Grooms  negle^their  charges  for  fleep.V 

Nature  and  Death  are  now  contending  in  them. 

£«rer  Macbeth. 

Mach.  Who’s  there  i 

La:  Mach,  Alas  / I am  afraid  they  are  awak’d, 

And’tis  not  done;  the  Attempt  without  the  Deed ' 

Would  mine  us.  I laid  the  Daggers  ready, - 
He  could  not  mils  them : and  had  he  not  refembl’d : 

My  Father,  as  he  flept,  I would  have  don’t. . 

My  Husband  ! 

Mack  I have  done  the  Deed,  didft  thou  not  hear  anoife? - 
La.  Mach.  I heard  the  Owl  fcream,  and  the  Crickets  cry^ 
Did  not  you  fpeak  ? 

Mach.  When 
La.  Mach.  Now; 

yifccA  Who  lies  i’th’ Anti-Chamber?,.  ' 

La,  Mach.  ' Donalbain, 

vMach,  This  is  a difmal  Sight.  . 

La.  Mach.  A foolifh  Thought  to  fay  a difmal  Sight.  . 

Mack.  There  is  one  did  laugh  as  he  fccurely  flept. 

And  one  cry’d  Murder,  that  they  wak’d  each  other. 

1 flood  and  heard  .them  I but  they  faid  their  Prayers,- . . 

And 


And  then  addreftthemfelves  to  fleep  again. 

La.  Mach.  There  are  two  lodg’d  together. 

Mach.  One  cry ’d,  Heav’nblefe  us,  the  other  faid,  Ame^n 
As  they  had  feen  me  with  thefe  Hang-man’s  Hands, 
Silenc’d  with  Fear,  I could  not  fay  Amen, 

When  they  did  fay,  Heaven  blefs  us. 

La,  Mach.  Confider  it  not  fo  deeply. 

Mach.  But  wherefore  could  not  I pronounce, 

I had  tnoft  need  of  BlclTing,  and  Amn 


Stuck  in  my  .Throat. 

La.  Mach.  Thefe  Deeds  Ihou’d  be  forgot  as  foon  as  done^ 

Left  they  diftra<3:  the  Doer. 

Mach.  Methoughts  I bear’d  a Noife  cuy,  fleep  no  more : 
Macheth  has  murder’d  Sleep,  the  innoc'^nt  Sleep ; 

Sleep,  that  locks  up  the  Senfes  from  their  Gate  ; 

The  Death  of  each  days  Life  ^ tir’d  Labour’s  Bath ; 

Balm  of  Hurt;  Minds  great  Nature?  feeernd  Courfej 
Chief  Nourilher  in  Ufe’s  Feaft. 

La.  Mach.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Mach.  Still  it  cry’d,  fleep  no  more,  to  all  the  Houfe^ 

Glamis  hath  murder’d  Sleep,  and  therefore  Cawdor 
Shall  fleep  no  more ; Macheth  fhall  fleep  no  more. 

La.  ' Mach.  Why  do  jou  dream  thus?  go  get  feme  Water 
And  cleanfe  this  ftlthy  Witnefs  from  your  bands. 

Why  did  you  bring  the  Daggers  from  the  place  ^ 

They  muft  be  there,  go,  carry  them,  and  ftain 
The  fleepy  Grooms  with.  Blood. 

Mach.  I’ll  go  no  more; 

l am'afraidto  think  what  I have:done.  . 

What  then  with  looking.on  .i|:,  llif^l. I doA  , 

La.  Mach.  Give  me  the  Daggers,  thefleepiog  and  the  dead 
Are  but  as  Picftures : ’tis  the  Eye  of  Childhood 
That  fears  a Painted  Devil : with  his  Blood 
Til  ftain  the  Faces  of  the  Grooms  j by  that 
It  will  appear  their  Guilt.  [£x  La,  Macbe^. 

l^Hockwithift. 


Mach.  What  Knocking’s  that? 

How  iTt  with  me,  when  every  Noife  affrights  me 
What  Hands  are  here ! Can  the  Sea  afford 
Water  enough  to  wafb  away  the  Stains? 

No, 
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No,  they  would  /ooner  add  a Tindure  to 
The  Sea,  and  turn  the  Green  into  a Red. 

Ettter  Lady  Macbeth. 

La.  Mad.  My  hands  are  of  your  Colour;  but  I fcorn 
To  wear  a Heart  fo  white.  Hearfc,  IKnock 

I hear  a Knocking  at  the  Gate  ; to  your  Chamber  • 

' A little  Water  clears  us  of  this  Deed.  ’ 

Your  Fear  has  left  you  unmann’d  ; Heark,  more  Knockinz. 
Get  on  your  Gown,  left  Occafions  call  us, 

And  Ihew  us  to  be  Watchers  ; be  not  loft 

So  poorly  in  your  Thoughts.  [Exit. 

Mad.  Difguis’d  in  Blood,'  F fcarce  can  find  my  way. 

Wake  Duncan  with  this  Knocking,  wou’d  thou  could’ft.  [Exit. 
Enter  Lenox,  and  Macbeth’s  Servant. 

Lenox.  Youfleepfoundly,  that  fo  much  Knocking 
Could  not  wake  you. 

Serv.  Labour  by  Day  caufes  Reft  by  Night. 

Enter  MacdufT 

Len.  See,  the  Noble • 

Good  morrow,  my  Lord;  have  you  obferv’d  - 

How  great  a Mift  does  now-poffe  the  Air  ? 

It  makes  me  doubt  whether’t  be  Day  or  Night. 

Rifing  this  Morning  early,  I went  to  look  out  of  my 
Wsni^Wj  and  1 cou  d fcarce  fee  farther  than  my  Breath  ; 

1 he  Darknefs  of  the  Night  brought  but  Few  Objeds 

To  our  Eyes,  but  too  many  to  our  Ears. 

grange  Claps,  and  Creekings  of  the  Doors  were  heard': 

The  Skriech-Owl  with  his  Screams  feem’d  to  foretel  , 

Some  Deed  more  black  than  Night. 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Macd.  Is  the  King  ftirring 
Mad.  Not  yet.  • ■ 

Macd.  He  did  command  me  to  attend  him  early ; 

I have  almoft  flip’d  the  Hour. 

Mad.  I’ll  bring  you.to  him. 

Macd.  I know  this  is  a joyful  Trouble  to  you. 

Mach.  The  Labour  we  delight  in,  gives  us  joy; 

That  door  will  bring  you  to  hinr. 

Macd.ni  make  bold  to  call ; for  ’tis  my  limited  fervice  [Ex.Mac:. 

/.f».  Goes  the  King  hence  today 

Mach. 
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Mach.  So  he  defigns. 

Lett.  The  night  has  been  unruly : ■ , • ■ 

Where  we  lay,  our  Chimneys  were  blown  down ; 

And,  as  they  lay,  terrible  Groanings  were  heard  i’th’  Air  : 
Strange  Screams  of  Death,  which  Teem’d  to  prophefie 
More  ftrange  Events,  fill’d  divers,. 

Some- fay  the  Earth  fliook. 

Mach,  ’Twas  a rough  Night. 

My  young  remembrance  cannot  recolleA  its  fellow. 
Enter  Macduff. 

MacJ.  Oh  Horror!  Horror!  Horror! 

Which  no  Heart  can  conceive,  nor  Tongue  can  utter. 

^e»  ^natter  > 

Macd.  Horror  has  done  its  worft : 

Moft  facrilegious  Murder  has  broke  open 
The  Lords  anointed  Temple,  and  ftole  thence 
The  Life  o’th’  Building. 

Mach.  What  is’t  you  fay  ? The  Life  ? 

Lett.  Meaning  his  Majefty. 

Macd.  Approach  the  Chamber,  and  behold  the  fight, 

Enough  to  turn  Spedators  into  Stone. 

I cannot  fpeak,  fee,  and  then  fpeak  your  felves: 

Ring  the  Alarum-bell.  Awake,  awake,  {_Ex.  Mich.  andlJtti. 
Murther,  Treafon ; Banquo,  Malcolm,  and  Donalhain, 

Shake  off  your  downy  Sleep,  Death’s  Counterfeit  ; 

And  look  on  Death  it  felfj  up,  up,  and  fee. 

As  from  your  Graves,  rife  up,  and  walk  like  Spirits 
To  countenance  this  Horror  ; Ring  the  Bell.  [Bell rings. 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth. 

La.  Mach.  What’s  the  bufinefs,  that  at  this  dead  of  night 
You  alar’m  us  from  our  Reft.* 

Macd.  O Madam! 

’Tis  not  for  you  to  hear  what  I can  fpeak : 

The  Repetition  in  a Woman’s  Ear 
Would  do  another  Murther. 

. £»rerBanquo. 

Oh  Banquo,  Banquo,  our  Royal  Mafter’s  murther’d  ! 

La.  Mach.  Ah  me  I In  our  houfe ! 

. Banq,  The  Deed’s  too  cruel  any  where,  Macduff; 

Oh, 
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Oh,  that  you  could  but  contradidb  your  felf. 

And  fay  it  is  not  true.  • 

/ ,»  Macbeth  W Lenox. 

I hiH  Hu’rf  ^1/  jr*!!  before  this  chance’ 

I had  hv  d a blefled  time ; for,  from  this  inftant, 

There  s nothing  in  t worth  a good  Mans  Care; 

All  IS  but  Toys,  Renown  and  Grace  arc  dead 

r,  / mi.  Malcolm  WDonalbaia 
Do/fai.  What  is  amift? 

‘^o  not  ^fnow’t  • 

The  Spring,  the  Head,  the  Fountain  of  your  Blood 
Is  ^oppdf  the  very  Source  of  it  is  flopp’d. 

^,oy®*  Father  s murther’d. 

^ Murther  d ! By  whom  > 

‘ Z.e«.  Thofe  of  his  Chamber,  as  it  feem’d,  had  don’t 
Their  Hands  ^d  Faces  were  all  ftain’d  with  Blood  ; 

So  were  their  Daggers,  which  we  found  unwip’d. 

Upon  their  Pillows.  Why  was  the  life  of  one, 

So  much  above  the  befl  of  Men,  intrufled 
To  the  Hands  of  two,  fo  much  below 
The  worfl  ofBeafls? 

^acA  Then  I repent  me  I fo  rafhly  kill’d  ’em 
Macd,  Why  did  you  fo  > 

Mad.  Who  can  be  prudent  and  amaz’d  together-  ' 

Loyal  and  neutral  in  a moment  ? No  Man. 

Th  txpedition  of  my  violent  Love 
Out-run  my  paufing  Reafon : I faw  Duncan, 

Whofe  gaping  Wounds  look’d  like  a Breach  in  Nature 
Where  Ruine  rater  d there.  I faw  the  Murtherers 
Steep  d in  the  Colours  of  their  Trade  ; their  Daggers 
Being  yet  unwip’d,  feem’d  to  own  the  Deed. 

who  could  then  refrain. 

That  had  an  Heart  to  love;  and  in  that  Heart 
Courage  to  mamfeft  his  AfFcdion  > . • 

Za.  Mad.  Oh,  Oh,  Ohl  0 , 

Macd.  Look  to  the  Lady.  ■ • • 

An"g„S, 

Suddenl^n^f  "V  r"l!> 

^ Hid 
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Hid  in  fome corner;  make  our  Death  fucceed 
The  Ruine  of  our  Father  e’er  we  arc  aware. 

MacJ.  I find  this  place  too  publich  for  true  Sorrow : 

Let  us  retire,  and  mourn:  but  firfi, 

Guarded  by  Vertue,  I am  refolv’d  to  find 
The  utmoft  of  this  Bufinefs. 

£au^.  And  I.  , 

Mad.  And  ail. 

Let  all  of  us  take  Manly  Refolution  ; 

And  two  hours  hence  meet  together  in  the  Hall, 

To  queftion  this  moft  bloody  Faft. 

Baaq.  We  lliall  be  ready,  Sir.  [£x.  aS  hut  Male,  and  Donal. 
Male.  What  will  you  do  ? 

Let’s  not  confort  with  them : . 

To  (hew  an  unfelt-forrow,  is  an  Office 
Which  falfe  Men  do  with  eafe. 

I’ll  to  England. 

Donal.  1 o Ireland  I’m  refolv’d  to  fleer  my  courfe ; 
Ourfeparated  Fortune  may  protect  ourPerfons 
Where  we  are:  Daggers  lie  hid  under  Mens  Smiles, 

And  the  nearer  fome  Men  are  allied  to  our  Blood, 

The  more,  I fear,  they  feek  to  (hed  it 
Male.  This  murtherous  Shaft  that’s  foot 
Hath/iot  yet  lighted;  and  our  fafeft  way 
Is  to  avoid  the  Aim:  then  let’s  to  Horfe, 

And  ufe  no  Ceremony  in  taking  leave  of  any,  \Exeunt. 

SCENE  the  Fourth.  ‘ 

Enter  Lenox  and  Seyton. 

Seyton.  I can  remember  well, 

Within  the  cempafs  of  which  time  I’ve  feen 

Hours  dreadful,  and  things  flrange ; but  this  one  night 

Has  made  that  Knowledge  void. 

Len.  Thou  fee’ft  the  Heavens,  as  troubled  with  Man’s  A<5F, 
Threaten’d  this  bloody  day : by  th’hour  ’tis  day. 

And  yet  dark  night  does  cover  all  the  Skie, 

As  if  it  had  quite  blotted  out  the  Sun. 

It’s  night’s  Predomifjance,  or  the  day’s  Shame 
Makrs  Darknefs  thus:  ufurp  the  place  of  Light., 

Seyt.  ’Tis  flrange arv'd  unnatural, 

Even  like  the  Deed  that%  done;  on  Tuefday  lafl,' 

A Paul' 
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A FaukoH  towring  in  her  height  of  Pride, 

Was  by  a moufing  0i»/ hawk’d  at,  and  kill’d. 

Len.  And  DuneaHS  Horfes,  which  before  were  tame. 
Did  on  a hidden  change  their  gentle  Natures, 

And  became  wild ; they  broke  out  of  their  Stables, 

As  if  they  would  make  War  with  Mankind. 

Seyt.  ’Tis  faid  they  eat  each  other. 

Len.  They  did  fo, 

To  th’ Amazement  of  thofe  Eyes  that  faw  it.' 


Enter  Macduff 


Here  comes  the  good  Macduff  : 

How  goes  the  World,  Sir,  now? 

Len.  Is’t  known  who  did  this  more  tfian  bloody  Deed .» 
Macd.  Thofe  that  Macbeth  hath  flaiii  are  moft  fufpeAed*. 
Len.  Alas,  what  good  coaid  they  pretend  ? 

Macd,  It  is  fuppos’d  they  were  fuborn’d. 

Malcolm  and  Donalbain, 'the'King’s  two  Sons, 

Are  ftoln  away  from  Court, 

Which  puts  upon  them  Sufpicion  of  the  Deed. 

Leu.  Unnatural  ftill.  ‘ ‘ 

Could  their  Ambition  prompt  them  to  deftroy 
The  means  of  their  own  Life  ? 

Macd.  You  are  free  to  judge 

Of  their  Deportment  as  you  pleale ; but  moft  • ' ' 

Men  think ’em  guilty.  • ^ 

Len.  Then  ’tis  moft  like  the  ^vertigoty  will  fall  • 
Upon  Macbeth. 

Macd.  He  is  already  nam’d,  and  gone  to  Scone 
To  be  invefteti. 

Len.  Whe;re’s  Duncan  s Body  f 
Macd  CAtt'kA  to  Col'mehill,-  ' 

The  facredi  Storehoufe  of  his  Predeceflors. 

Len  Will  you  to  S«»r? 

Macd.  No,  Ojufioj  I’ll  to  Fife: 

My  Wife  and  Children  frighted  at  the  Alarm 
Of  this  fad  K^ews,  have  thither  led  the  way. 

And  I’ll  folk  ow  them : may  the  King  yon  go 
To  fee  inv  efted,  prove  as  great  and  good 
As  Dunv  ^ vvas ; but  I’m  . in  doubt  ot  it. 


New  P ,.obes  ne’er  as  the  old  (o  eafie  fit. 

D z . 
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S C E N E 4«  Heath-  ■ ■ i' ' *\  ‘ 

Maid  and  Seevanti  ^ 

La.  Macd  Ar’t  fure  this  is  the  place  my  Lord  appointed 
Us  to  meet  him  ? 

Serv.  This  is  the  Entrance  o’th’  Heath;  and  here 
He  order  d me  to  attend  him  with  the  Chariot. 

How  fondly  did  my  Lord  conceive  that  we 
Should  Ihun  the  place  of  Danger  by  our  Flight  1 

From  £T;er»<f/}.iTheDarknelsoftheday  • 

Makes  the  Heath  feem  the  Gloomy  Walks  of  Death 
We  are  in  danger  ftill : they  who  dare  here 

Truft  Providence,  may  truft  it  any  where. 

But  this  place,  Madam,  is  more  free  from  Terror : ' 
c I hfiard  a difm^^^ 

Oi  obrieks  and  Groanings  in  the  Air.  - 

luL  Macd.  Tis  true,  this  is  a place  of  greater  (Hence ; 

Not  10  much  troubled  with  the  Groans  of  thofe 
That  dye ; nor  with  Out-cries  of  the  Living. 

Yes.  I have  heard  Stories,  how  feme  Men 

Have  mfuch  lonely  places  been  affrighted.';  u ; : 

Withdrwdful  Shapes  and  Noifes.  ^ : „•  hoSom: 

i-r-t  hark,  my  Lord  fure  hollows  j 

.Tis  he ; anfwer  him  quickly. 

Illo,  Ho,  :Ho,  Ho.  - . ' , . j 

Macduff  . - v 

%a  r y 0“  a foor,- 

MyLord?  . 

Macd.  Knowing  the, way  to  be  both  Ihgrt  and  eafie;  \ ' 

1 u '■hst  the  Chariot  did  attend  me  here, 

I have  adventur'd.  Where  are  our  Childrefi  > < 

La.  Macd.  They  are  fccurely  lleeping  in  the  Ghartoh  . 

II/-  , c Pirii  Sc>»gl>y  Witc^s.  ; * j' 

I.  mtch.  Speak,  Sifter,  fpeak;  is  the  Peed  doneA  . 

X.  Witch.  Long  ago,  long  aga:  ... 

Above  twelve  Glafles  fince  ha v?  run. 

Ill  Deeds,  are  feldpm  ftp w, ; W 
Nor  fiflgle:  following  Crk^sqaljbrmer  wait.'  , ii:  ^ 1 . 

The  worft  of  features  fafteft, propagate.  : .. V.^j  \v  c.  r 
Many  more  Murders  muft,  this  one, Sifoe.  ; . ; ..  .f-  >/ 

As  it  ifi  Death  were  Propagation  too.. , ^ ' ./ 

^ z.  Witefi 
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Witch.  He  wil!."  - 

I.  Wifcif.  Helhal).  • : 

3.  Witch.  He  muft  fpil!  much  more  Blood ; 

And  become  worfe,  to  malce  his  Title  good. 

I . Witck  N ow  let’s  dance. 

1.  Witch*  Agreed. 

3.  Witch.  Agreed*^  • ‘ * , 

4.  Witch.  ^Agreed. 

chorus.  We  fliould  rejoice  when  good  Kings  bleed.' ' ' 

When  Cattle  dye  about  we  go. 

j i^onarchsperilb,  lhouIdwedo> 

What  can  this  be. i • 

La.  Macd.  This  is  moft  ftrange : btit  why  feem  you  afraid 
Can  you  be  capable  of  Fears,  who  have  ' ^ ’ 

So  often  causd'it  in  your  Enemies? 

It  was  an  HelMfli  Song,  I cannot  dread 

vught  that  IS  Mortal  j but  this  is  fomething  more. 

Second  Sdng. 

Let’s  have  'a  t)ance'ufo»  the  Heath  i 
W ? gain  more  Life  hy  Duncan’i  Death. 

Sometimes  like  Brinded  Cats  we  Jhew, 

Having  no  Mufick  lut  our  Mevj. 

Sometimes  we  dance  in  fame  Old  Mitt., 

Z/poH  the  Hopper,  Stones,  and  Whed. 

...  To  feme  Old  Saw,  or  Bardijh  Bhime, 

Where  Hill  the  Mill-clack  doeskeep  time. 

Sometimes  alout  av  Hollow  Tree,  ' 
jd-round,:a-rouHd,  a-round dance’we. 

Thither  the  chirping  Cricket  comes,  > 

And  Beetle  finging,  drowfie  Hums.^ 

^metimes  we  dance  o' re  Fens  and  FuYs, 

To  Howls  of  Wolves,  and  Barh  of  Qurs. 

^hcH  with  none  of  thojh  ws  tiicct 
We  dance  to  tlsEcchoes  of  our  Feet. 

At  the  Night-Raven’s  difmal  F'oice, 

Whilft  others  tremble,  we  rejoyce-. 

And  nimbly,  nimbly  ddnee  we /fill  ■ 

To  th’ Ecchoes  fronjt  an  Hollow  Hill.i 
Macd.  I am  glad  ytAi  atdnot  afraid;  ‘ ; 

Leu  Macd.  I wouid  not  ^vilfingly  to  Fear  fubmit  ^ 
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None  can  fear  III,  but  thofe  that  merit  it 
Macd.  Am  I made  bold  by  her  ? How  ftrong  a Guard 
Is  Innocence  ? If  any  one  would  be 
Reputed  valiant,  let  him  learn  of  you; 

Vertue  both  Courage  is,  and  Safety  too,  [A  Dance  of  Witches. 

Enter  two  Witches. 

Macd.  Thefefeem  foul  Spirits;  I’ll  fpeak  to  ’em. 

If  you  can  any  thing  by  more  than  Nature  know  j 
You  may  in  thefe  prodigious  times  fore-tell 
Some  ill  we  may  avoid. 

‘ I.  Witch.  Saving  thy  Blood,  will  caufe  it  to  be  ffied. 

Witch.  Hell  bleed  by  thee,  by  whom  thou  firft  haft  bled. 

Running  Danger,  Dangers  find. 
And  ratal  be,  to  whom  (he  mod  is  kir|d.  £ Es . Witches. 

'^*’J':?feyou  alter’d.  Sir,  be  not  fo  thoughtful: 
The  McflengersofDarknefs  never  fpeak 
To  Men,  but  to  deceive  them. 

Macd.  Their  words  feem  to  fore*telI  fome  dire  Prediffions. 
La.  Macd.  He  that  believes  ill  News'from  fuch  as  thefe. 
Defer ves  to  find  it  true.  Their  Words  are  like 
Their  Shape  j nothing  but  Fidion. 

Let’s  haften  to  dur  Journey. 

Alacd.  Ill  take  take  your  Counfel;  for  to  permit 
Such  Thoughts  upon  our  Memories  to  dwell 
Will  make  our  Minds  the  Regifters  of  Hell.  ’ [Exeunt  omnes. 


ACT  III.  SCENE  I. 


iE»re/- Banquo.  . 

Banj.  '^Hou  haft  it  .npw.  King.  Cawdor,  Glamis,  all, 
X,  As  the  ttoee  Sifters  promis’d ; but  I fear 
aIwu  play  dft  moft  foully  for’t:  yet  it  was  laid 
It  (hould  not  ftand  in  thy  Pofterity : 

that  my  felf  fhould  be  the  Root  and  Father 
Of  many  Rings;  they  told  thee  truth. 

Why,  fince  their  Promife  was  made  good  to  thee. 

May  they  not  be  my  Oracles  as  well  ? . 


Entn 
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T ^aI  o«r  chief  Gueft,  if  {,e  had  been  forgotten. 
It  had  been  want  of  Mufick  to  our  Feafl.  “ 

To  night  we  hold  a folemn  Supper,  Sir  j * 

And  all  requeft  your  prefence.  ’ 

Bma.  Your  Majefty  lays  your  Command  on  me. 

To  which  my  duty  is  to  obey. 

Mad.  Ride  you  this  Afternoon  > 

Banq.  Yes,  Royal  Sir. 

1’®''®  ®11®  defired  your  good  Advice 
(Which  ftill  hath  been  both  grave  and  prolpfrous}  ° * 

In  this  Days  C^unfel ; but  we’ll  take  to  morrow. 

I St  far  you  Ride  > 

take  «P  the  time ; 

Go  not  my  Horfe  the  better, 

I muft  become  a Borrower  of  the  Night 
For  a dark  hour  or  two.  * 

Mad.  Fail  not  our  Feaft. 

Banq.  My  Lord,  I lhall  not. 

Mad.  We  hear  our  bloody  Coufins  are  bellow’d 

\a  England,  and  in  Ireland',  not  confeifing 
Their  cruel  Parricide  j filling  rheir  Hcarere 
With  ftrange  Invention.  But  of  that  to  morrow. 

Goes  your  Son  with  you  > 

He  dws,  and  our  time  now  calls  upon  us.’ 

Let  every  Man  be  Mailer  of  his  time: 

Till  feven  at  night,  to  make  Society 
The  more  welcome;  we  will  ourfdves  withdraw. 
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And  be  alone  till  Supper. 

A/<7r^/#departed  frowningly,  perhaps 
He  IS  grown  jealous ; he  and  Banquo  rm'H 
Embrace  the  fame  Fate. 

Do  thofe  Men  attend  our  Pleafure  ? 

Sfru.  They  do,  and  wait  without. 
Mad.  Bring  them  before  us. 

I am  no  King  till  I am  lafely  fo. 

My  fears  flick  deep  in  Badquds  Succeflbrs  j- 
And  in  his  Royaky  of  Ng^ure  reigns  that 
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Which  wou’d  be  fear’d.  He  dares  do  much ; 

And  tothatdauntlefs  Temper  of  his  Mind, 

He  hath  a Wifdom  that  doth  guide  His  Valour 
To  ad  in  Safety.  Under  him  . 

My  Gen/as  is  rebuk’d : he  chid  the  Sifters  ^ 

When  firft  they  put  the  Name  of  King  upon  me/ 

And  bad  them  fpeab  to  him.  Then,  Prophet-like^ 

They  hail’d  him  Father  to  a Line  of  Kings.  - 
Upon  my  Head  they  plac’d  a fruitlefs  Crown,  i.. 

And  put  a barren  Scepter  in  my  Hand : . > l . , 

Thence  to.be  wrefted  by  airothVs  Race;  ‘ i / . 

No  Son  of  mine  fucceeding : ift  be  fo; 

For  Banquos  Iflue,  I have  ftain’d  my  Sou! 

For  them : the  gracious  Duncan  I have  murder’d: 

Rather  than  fo,  I will  attempt  yet  further* ' ' 

And  blot  out,  by  their  Blood,  whate’er  , 

Is  written  of  them  inthe-Bookof  Fate.  I ^ j,,,  .j,,.  j 
Enter  Servant,  and  two  Murtherers.  ' ' ’ 

Wait  you  without,  and  flay  there  till  we  call.  [fix.  Servant. 
Was  it  not  yefterday  we  fpoke  together  ? 

I.  Itwas,  fopleafeyourHighnefs. 

Mach.  And  have  you  fince  confidet’d  -what  I told  you  ? 

How  it  was  Banquo  who’  in  former  times 
Held  you  fo  much  in  Slavery  ; 

Whilft  you  were  guided  to  fufped  my  Innocence. 

This  I made  good  to  you  in  your  laft  Conference ; 

How  you  were  born  in  hand ; how  croft : 

The  Inftruments  who  wrought  with  them.  , i 

a.  You  made  if  known  to  us.  . ' [ i ^ 

I didfo;  and  now  let  me  reafon  with  you.: 

Do  you  find  your  Patience  fo  predominant  ‘ 

In  your  Nature. 

As  tamely  to  remit  thoie  Injuries  ? 

Are  you  fo  Gofpeli’d  to  pray  for  this  godd  Man, 

Andfor  his  Iflue ; whofe  heavy  Hand  ' . ' - 

Hath  bow  d you  to  the  Grave,  and  beggar’d 

Yours  forever? 

i I.  Murth.  We  are  Men,  my  Liege. 

Mach.  Ay,  in  the  Catalogue  you  go  for  Men;, 

As  Hounds,  and  Grey-hounds,  Mung.rdls,  Spaniels,  Curs; , if^ 

, ' ■ ' ■ ' Shoughs, 
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Shougbs,  water-rugs,  and  demi-wolves  are  all 
Call’d  by  the  name  of  dogs  s the  lift  of  which 
DiftinguKhes  the  fwift,  the  flow^  the  fubtie. 

The  houfe-keeper,  the  hunter^  every  one 
According  to  the  gift  which  bounteous  Nature 
Hath  beftow’d  on  him ; and,  fo  of  men. 

Now,  if  you  have  a ftation  in  the  lift, 

No  i’th’  worft  rank  of  manho.pd;  fay’t. 

And  I will  put  that  bufinefs  kf  your  bofoms. 

Which,  if  perform’d^  will  rid  you  of, your  enemy. 

And  will  endear  you  to  the  love  of  us.  > 

z.  M«r,  I am  one,  my  Liege,  ' 

Whom  the  vile  blows,  and  malice  of  the  Age 
Hath  fo  incens’d,  that  I care  not  what  I do 
To fpight the  World.  ,.  ■! 

I.  Mur.  And  I another, 

So  weary  with  difafters,  and  fo  infti<fted  by  fortune, 

That  I would  fet  my  life  on  any  chance. 

To  mend  it,  or  to  lofe  it. 

Macb.  Both  of  you  know  Banqm  was  your  enemy. 
x.  Mur.  True,  my  Lord. 

Macb.  So  is  he  mine;  and  though  I could 
With  open  power  take  him  from  my  fight,  * 

And  bid  my  will  avouch  it:  yet  I muft  not  j 
For  certain  friends  that  are  both  his  and  mine; 

Whofe  loves  I may  not  hazard  ; would  ill  ' 

Refent  a publick  procefs;-aod  thence' it-  is  • 

That  I do  your  aftiftaqce  crave,  to  mask 
The  bufinefs  from  the  common  eye. 

z.  Mur.  We  fliall,  my  Lord,  perform  what  you  command  us; 

I.  A/«r.  Though  our  lives 

Ma:b.  Your  fpirits  Ihine  through  you. 

Within  this  hour,  at  moft, 

I will  advife  you  where  to  plant  your  felves ; 

For  it  muft  be  done  to  night  : 

And  fomething  from  the  Palace ; always  remember’d 
That  you  keep  fecrecy  with  the  prefcribed  Father. 

Flean,  his  Son  too,  keeps  him  company ; 

Whofe  abfence  is  no  left  material  to  me 

Than  that  of  Banquo’s:  he  too  muft  embrace  the  fate 
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Of  that  dark  hour.  Refolve  your  felves  apart. 
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Both  Mur.  We  are  refolv’d,  tny  Liege. 

Mack  I’ll  call  upon  you  ftreight. 

Now,  Bauquo,  if  thy  Soul  can  in  her  flight  ‘ 

Find  Heaven,  thy  happinefs  "begins  to  night.  , [i 

Enter  Macdul^  and  £i*i^  Macduff 
Maed.  It  muft  be  fo.  Great  Duncans  bloody  death' 
Can  have  no  other  Author  but  Macheth.  " " \ \ ' 

His  Dagger  now  is  to  a Scepter  grown : " < 

From  £)«»f<j«s  Grave  he  has  deriv’d  his  Throne. 

La.  Macd.  Ambition  urg’d  him  to'  that  bloody  dccd 
May  you  be  never  by  Ambition,  led; 

Forbid  it  Heav’n,  that  in  Revenge  you  Ihoit’d 
Follow  a Gjpy  that  is  writ  in  Bloodl 

Macd.  From  Duncans  Grave  methinks  I hear  ^ Groan, 
That  calls  aloud  for  Juftice.  . . ’ ' 

La.  Macd.  If  the  Throne  ' [ ' 

Was  by  ill  gain’d.  Heavens  may  ^ 

Without  your  Sword,  fufficient  vengeance  pay. 

Ufurpers  lives  have  but  a (hort  extent,  ■ 

Nothing  lives  long  in  a ftrange  Element. 

Macd.  My  Couhtreys  dangers  call  for  my  defencei  . ‘ 
Againft  the  bloody  Tyrant’s  violence. 

La.  Macd.  I am  afraid  you  have  fome  other  end. 

Than  meerly  Scotland’s  freedom  to  defend. 

You’d  raife  your  felf,  whilft  you  wou’d  him  dethrone  s ; 
And  lhake  his  Greatnefs,  to  confitm'yoiir  own. 

That  purpofe  will  appear,  when  rightly  Tcann’d,  - 
But  Ufurpation  at  the  fecondhand.  " 

Good  Sir,  recall  your  thoughts. 

Macd.  What  If  I fliould 

Affume  the  Scepter  for  my  Countrey’s  good  .•>  ^ 

Is:  that  an  Ufurpation  can  it  be 

Afhbition  to  procure  the  liberty  ^ 

Of  this  fad  Realm,  which  does  by  Trcafon  bleed;  . ' ’ 

That  which  provokes,  will  juftifie  the  deed. 

La: Macd.-  If  the  Deflgn  fhould  profper,  the  Event 
, May  make  us  fafe,  but  not  you  innocent: 

For  whilft  to  fet  our  fellow  Subjects  free  . *•  ' 

From  prefent  Death,  or  future  Slavery.  . 
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You  wear  a Crown,  not  by  your  Title  due. 

Defence  in  them,  is  an  Offence  in  you  $ ' 

That  deed’s  unlawful)  though  it  coft  no  Blood, 

In  which  you’ll  be  at  beft  unjuftly  Good. 

You,  by  your  pity,  which  for  us  you  plead. 

Weave  but  Ambition  of  a finer  thread.  i 
Macd.  Ambition  does  the  height  of  power  afi!e<^, 

My  aim  is  not  to  Govern,  but  Prote<ft; 

And  he  is  not  ambitious  that  declares. 

He  nothing  feeks  of  Scepters  but  their  cares. 

La.  Macd.  Can  you  fo  patiently  your  felf  moleft. 

And  lofe  your  own,  to  give  your  Countrey  reft  > 

In  Plagues  what  found  Phyfician  wou’d  endure 
To  be  infe<fted  for  another’s  Cure  ? 

Macd,  If  by  my  Troubles  I cou’d  yours  releafe,  - 
My  Love  wou’d  turn  thofe  torments  to  my  eafc: 

I fhou’d  at  once  be  fick,  and  healthy  too. 

Though  fickly  in  my  f^f,  yet  well  in  you. 

La.  Macd.  But  then  refle<ft  upon  the  Danger,  Sir,  , 
Which  you  by  your  afpiring  wou’d  incur  ■ 

From  Fortune’s,  PioacIe,  yo(l  will  too  late 

Look  down,  when  you  are  giddy  with  your  height : 

Whilft  you  with  Fortune  Play  to  Win  a Crowni 
The  Peoples  Stakes  are  greater  than  your  own. 

Macd.  In  ho^s  to  have  the  cbmmon  Ills  redreft. 

Who  wou  d not  venture  fingle  Intereft 
Entsx  Servant. 

Ser.  My  Lord,  a Gentleman  juft  now  arriv’d  - 
From  Court,  has  brought  a Meflage  from  the  Kii^^  * 

Macd.  One  fent  from  him;  can  no  good  Tidings  bring: 

La.  Macd.  What  wou’d  the  Tyrant  have* 

Go,  I will  hear  ■ ' - 

The  News,  though  it  a difmal  Accent  bear  ;i  ' . • • 

Thofe  who  expeA  and  do  not  fear  their  Doom,  ' 

May  hear  a Meflage  though  from  Hell  it  come.  {Exemd. 

Enter  Macbeth’s  Lady  andServant. 

La.  Mach.  Is  gone  from  Court  ? 

Ser.  Yes,  Madam,  but  returns  again  to  nighti 
La.  Mach.  Say  to  the  King,  I wou’d  attend  bis  leifure' 

For  a few  words. 
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Where  our  delire  is  got  without  content, 

^as.  It  IS  not  gain,  but  punifliment? 
later  to  be  that  which  we  deftrov 

Than  by  Deftruftion  Jive  in  doubtful  joy. 

Enter  Macbeth. 

How  now,  my  Lord,  why  do  you  keep  alone  ? 

word  of  Fancy  your  Companions, 

thoughts  which  ftidu’d  ha’ dy’d  - 

Ere  v/e  will  eat  oiir  bread  in  fear  ; and  lleep 

horrid.Dreams  ^ 

Whon?«^^  m.'ghtily  ! Better  be  with  him* 

Whom  we  to  gam  the  Crown,  have  fent  to  peace  * ' 

Than  OR  the  tor.,«tf  the  mi,d  to  fc . 

In  reftlefs  Agony.  Dnnc-n^h  dtad  , : .1  v;  . [ 

, ® ter  life  s Ihort  feaveri  now  fleeps  * :We^  v ’ rr 
Treafon  has  done  its  worft  , nbr  ^lteef  noi'  Paylh,ti  v ■ 

Sn  S Etemeftick  Malice  ^ 

Can  touch  him  further.  * i ' 

13e"frl'!^'i‘  your  rough  ^w  - > 

• if'  mull  leave  thisj^  : . . a ■ ■ 

«vi 
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There  (hall  be  done  a deed  of  dreadful  Note. 

La.  Mach.  What  is’t  ? . 

Mach.  Be  innocent  of  knowing  it,  my  dear. 

Till  thou  applaud  the  deed,  come  dillnal  Night, 

Clofe  up  the  Eye  of  the  quick-fighted  Day 
With  thy  invifible  and  bloody  hand. 

The  Crow  makes  wing  to  the  thick  ihady  Grove, 

Good  things  of  day  grow  dark  and  overcaft, 

Whilft  Nights  black  Agents  to  their  Preys  make  haft. 

Thou  wonder’ft  at  my  Language,  wonder  ftill, 

Things  ill  begun,  ftrengthen  themfelves  by  ill,  [Esemt. 
Enter  three  Murtheters.  . 

T.  Mur.  The  time  is  almoft  come,  ’ . 

The  Weft  yet  glimmers  with  fome  Breaks  of  day, 

Now  the  benighted  Traveller  fpurs  on,. 

To  gkiri  the  timely  Inn.  . . 

z.  Mur.  Hark,  I hear  Horfes,  and  faw  fome  body  alight 
At  the  Park  gate.  v 

Mur.  Then ’tis  he ; the  reft  . 

That  are  expedled,  are  i’th’ Court  already. 

I.  Mur.  His  Horfes  go  about  almoft  a mile. 

And  men  from  hence  to  tK  Palace  make  it  their  ufual  walk.  [Ax, 
Enter  Banquo  and  Flean. 

Bang.  It  will  be  rain  to  night. 

Flean,  We  muft  make  hafte. 

Banq.  Our  hafte  concerns  us  more  than  being  wet. 

The  Ring  expetfts  me  at  his  Feaft  to  night, 

- To  which  he  did  invite  me  with  a kindnels, 

Greater  than  he  was  wont  to  exprefsi  {^Exeunt.- 

Re-enter  Murtherers  with  drawn  Swords. 

X.  Mur.  thou  little  think’ft  what  bloody  Feaft- 

Is  now  preparing  for  thee. 

z.  Mur.  Nor  to  what  lhades  the  darkflcfs  of  this  night 
Shall  lead  thy  wandring  Spirit.  [Exeunt  after  Binqm. 

[Clalhing  of  Swords  is  heard  from  within. 
Re-enter  Flean  purfud  by  one  of  the  Murtherers. 

Flean.  Murther,  help,  help,  my  Father’s  kill’d.  [£a:.  running. 
S C E N P.  opens,  a Banquet  prepar’d. 

Enter  Macbeth, Macbeth,  Sey  ton,  Lenox,  Lords,  Attendants. 
Mach.  You  know  your  own  Degrees,  fit  down. 

Seat.  Thanks 
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Stat.  Thanks  to  your  MajcftyJ 
Mad.  Our  felf  will  keep  you  company. 

And  play  the  humble  Hoft  to  entertain  you : • ! 

Our  Lady  keeps  her  Swte ; but  you  lhall  have  her  wekomc  too. 
L.  iAach.  Pronounce  it  for  tre.  Sir,  w all  our  Friends. 

Enter  firjl  Martherer. 

yiad.  Both  fides  are  even;  be  free  in  mirth, adon  " I 
We’ll  drink  a meafufte  about  the  Table.  * > ' i’;  - 

There’s  Blood  upon  thy  Face.  . i . . 

Mur.  ’Tis  then.  ' ‘ ' ' 

Mad.  Is  he  difpatch’d  ./ 

Mur.  My  Lord,  his  Throat  is  cut,  that  I did  for  him.' 

Mad.  Thou  art  the  beft  of-Cut*rhroats  j •'  ' ' . 

Yet  he  is  good  that  did  the  likefo'r . 
Af«r.  Moft  Royal  Sir,  he  fcap’d.  ' 

Mad.  Then  comes  my  fit  again,  I had  elfe  been  peffeA, 
Firm  as  a Pillar  founded  on  a Rock, 

As  unconfin’d  as  the  free  fpreading  Air. 

But  now  I’m  check’d  with  fawcy  doubts  and  fears. 

But  R^«^«o’s  fafe  I. 

Safe  in  a Ditch  he  . lies,  ' 

With  twenty  gaping  wounds  on  bis  b^d. 

The  leaft  of  which  was  mortah  ■ s > 

Mad.  There  the  Ground  Serpent  lies ; the  Worm  that’s  fled 
Hath  Nature,  that  in  time  will  Venom  breed. 

Though  at  prcfent  it  wants  a Sting,  to  morrow, 

- To  morrow  you  (hall  hear  further.  [£x.M«r. 

L.a.  Mad.  My  Royal  Lord,  you  fpoil  the  Feaft, 

The  fawce  to  Meat  is  chcarfulnefs.  • 


Enter  the  Ghojl  of  Banquo,  and  fits  in  Macbeth’s  place. 
Mach.  Just,  good  Digeftion  wait  on  Appetite, 

And  Health  on  both.  - - 

Len.  May  it  pleafe  your  Highnefe  to  fit. 

Mach  Had  we  but  hereout  Countrey’s  honour; 

Were  the  grac’d  perfon  of,out_fi^«o  prefent. 

Whom  we  may  juftly  challenge  for  unkindnels. 

Seat.  His  abfence,  Sir, 

Lays  blame  upon  upon  his  promife;  pleafe  yourHighnefe 
To  grace  us  with  your  company  ? 

Mad.  Yes,  I’ll  fit  down.  The  Table’s  full 
Len.  Here  is  a place  refcrv’d.  Sir. 
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Where,  Sir? 

Len.  Here.  WhatisVthatmovesyourHighnefs?  ' 

Which  of  you  haw  done  this?  ' ' 

Lorefs.  Done  what  ? ; ■ ' ^ 

Mad.  Thou  canft  not  fay  I did  it ; never  fhake 
Thy  goary  Locks  at  me. 

Seat.  Gentlemen  rife,  his  Highnefs  is  not  well. 

La.  Mad.  Sit  worthy  friends,  my  Lord  is  often  thus. 

And  hath  been  from  his  youth;  pray  keep  your  Seats, 

The  fit  is  ever  fudden,  if  you  take  notice  of  it, 

You  lhall  offend  him,  and  provoke  his  paffion, 

In  a moment  he’ll  be  well  again. 

Are  you  a man  > 

Mad.  Ay,  and  a bold  one  that  dare  look  on  that 
Which  would  difi/a<!I:  the  Devil. 

La.  Mad.  O proper  ftuff : 

This  is  the  very  painting  of  your  fear : 

This  is  the  Air*drawn  Dagger,  which  you  faid 
Led  you  to  Duncan.  O thefe  Fits  and  Starts, 

(fmpoftures  to  true  fear)  wou’d  well  become 
A Woman’s  ftory,  authoriz’d  by  her  Grandam.  ' 

Why  do  you  ftare  thus  .*  when  all’s  done  ' 

You  look  but  on  a Chair. 

Mad.  Prethee  fee  there,  how  fay  you  now  1 • 

Why,  what  care  I,  if  thou  canft  ncJd ; /peak  too. 

If  Charnel-houfes  and  our  Graves  muft  fend 
Thofe  that  we  bury,  back  ; our  Monuments 
Shall  be  the  maws  of  Kites. 

La.  Mad.  What  quite  unman’d.in  folly  ? \The  Ghoji  dcfcends . 

If  I ftand  here,  I law  it.  ' ' 

La.Mad.  Fye, for  fhame.  • •: 

’Tis  not  the  firft  of  Murders, - blood  wt^Thed 
E’re  human  Law  decrec’d  it  for  a fin. 

Ay,  and  fince  .Murthers  too  have  been  committed  - • 

Too  terrible  for  the  Ear,,  The  time  has  been,  " 

That  when  the  brains  were  our,  the  man  wou’d  dye ; 

And  there  lie  ftill ; but  now  they  rife  again 
And  thruft  us  from  our  Seat's. 

La.  Mad.  Sir,  your  noble  Friends  do  lack  you. 

Wonder  not  at  me,  my  mdft  worthy  Friends. 

I have 
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I liave  a ftrange  Infirmity ; 'tis  nothing 
To  thofe  that  know  me.  Give  me  fdme  Wine, 

Here’s  to  the  general  Joy.of  all  the  Table,  ' • ' 

And  to  our  dear  friend  Banquo,  whom  we-mifs,-  ' ' 

Wcu’d  he  were,  here;  to  all,  and  him,  we  drink. 

Lords.  Our  Duties  are  to  pledge  it.  It  he  Ghofl  o/Ban,  rtfes  at  his 
Let  the  earth  hide  thee;  thy  blood  is  cold,  t Cfeet. 
Thou  haft  no  ufe  now  of  thy  glaring  Eyes.  . ; 

La.  Mach.  Think  of  this,  good  my  Lords,  butasathing ; 
Of  Cuftom : ’tis  no  other,  i u . 'i-  i 

Only  it  fpoils  the  pleafure  of  the  time.  ' ’ . r 

Mach.  What  man  can  dare,  I. dare; 

Approach  thou  like  the  rugged  Ruftan  Bear,  ■ ’ 

The  hxm'il  Rhinoceros,  or  the  HircanianTvgxti  v 
Take  any  (hape  but  that;  and  my  firm'Netves  ^ 

Shall  never  tremble ; or  revive  a while,  • • ’ ■ 

And  dare  me  to  the  Defart  with  thy  Swofd,"  ' ' ' 

If  any  Sinew  flirink,  proclaim  me  then  ' - ' 

The  Baby  of  a Girl.  Hence  horrible  Ihadow.- • 

So,  now  I am  a Man  again : pray  ycu’fil  ftilM 
La.  Mach.  You  have  difturb’d  the' Mirth ; \' 

Broke  the  glad  meeting  with  your  wild  difordeK 
Mach.  Can  fuch  things  be  without  aftodiftmcnt. 

You  make  me  ftrange,  .;ir 

Ev’n  to  the  difpofitipn  that  I owe>  ^ i 

When  now  I think  you  cat*  behold  fuch  fights. 

And  keep  the  natural  colour  of  your  Cheeks,'  > 

Whiift  mine  grew  pale  with  fear. 

Sf4f;Whap  fights?  . ■ ■ 

La.  Mach.  I pray  you  fpeak  not,  he’ll  grow  wbrfeand  worfe ; 

t<ueft:ions  enrage  him,  at  once  good  night.-  i - 

Stand  not  upon,  the  order  of  your  going. 

Lc».  Good  night,  and  better  health  attend  his  Majefty, 
J.a.  Mach.  ATind  good  night  to  all.  {.Exeunt  Lords. 

Mach.  It  will  have  Blood  they  fay.  Blood  will  have  blood. 
Stones  have  been  known  to  move,  and  Trees  tolpeak. 

Augures  well  read  in  Languages  of  Birds, 

By  Magpies,  Rooks,  and  Daws,  have  reveal’d 
The  fecrct  Muriher.  How  goes  the  Night  .> 

La  Mach.  -4101.0(1  at  odds  with  morning,  which  is  which. 

Mach.  Why 
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Why  did  Macduff,  after  a folemn  Invitation^ 

Deny  his  prefence  at  our  Feaft  ? 

La.  MacA  Did  you  fend  to  him,  Sir  ? 

Mac^.  I did ; but  I’ll  fend  again. 

There’s  not  one  great  Thane  in  all  Scotland, 

But  in  bis  houfe  I keep  a Servant, 

He  and  Banquo  muft  embrace  the  fame  Fate. 

I will  to  morrow  to  the  Weyward  Sifters, 

They  ihall  tell  me  more ; for  now  1 am  bent  to  know 
By  the  worft  means,  the  worft  that  can  befall  me: 

All  Caufes  fhall  give  way  ; 1 am  in  blood 
Stept  in  fo  far,  that  Ibould  I wade  no  more. 

Returning  were  as  bad,  as  to  go  o’re. 

La.  Mad.  You  lack  the  feafon  of  all  Natures,  fleep. 

Mack  Well  I’ll  in ' 

And  reft  ; if  Beeping  I repofe  can  have. 

When  the  Dead  rife,  and  want  it  in  their  Grave. 

Enter  Macduff  and  Lady  Macduff 
La.  Macd.  Arc  you  refolv’d  then  to  be  gone 
Macd.  I am: 

I know  my  Anfwer  cannot  but  inflame 
The  Tyrants  fury  to  pronounce  my  death, 

My  Life  will  foon  be  blafted  by  his  Breath. 

La.  Macd.  But  why  fo  far  as  England  muft  you  fly  ? 

Macd.  The  fartheft  part  of  Scotland  is  too  nigh. 

La  Macd.  Can  you  leave  me,  your  Daughter  and  young  Son,' 
To  periih  by  that  Tempeft  which  you  lhun,> 

When  Birds  of  ftronger  wing  are  fled  away. 

The  ravenous  Kite  does  on  the  weaker  prey. 

Macd.  He  will  not  injure  you,  he  cannot  be 
Pofleft  with  fuch  unmanly  cruelty ; 

You  will  your  fafety  to  your  weaknefs  owe, 

As  Grafs  efcapts  the  Scyth  by  being  low. 

Together  we  fliall  be  too  flow  to  fly : 

Single,  we  may  out-ride  the  Enemy. 

I’ll  from  the  Englijh  King  fuch  Succours  crave. 

As  fhall  revenge  the  Etead,  and  Living  fave. 

My  greateft  Mifery  is  to  remove 

With  all  the  wings  of  hafte  from  what  I love. 

/La.  Macd.  If  to  be  gone  feems  mifery  to  you, 

F Good 
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Good  Sir,  let  us  be  miferablc  too, 

Macd.  Your  Sex  which  here  is  your  fecurity, 

1 i (^”t^r,nefrenger: 

What  fatal  news  does  bring  thee  out  of  breath."-  • 

Sir,  Banquos  kiH’d. 

Macd.  Then  I am  warn’d  of  Death. 

Farewell ; our  fafety  Us  a while  muft  fever. 

L^Myh_ny,  fly,  or  we  may  bid  farewell  for.mr. 

Macd.^  Flying  from  Death,  1 am  to  life  unkirtd, ' 

For  leaving  j^u,  ] leave  my  Life  behind  ^ 

L.  Macd.  O my  dear  Lord,  I find  now  thoW^rt  done  ' ' 

I am  more  valiant  when  unfafe  alone.  ^ ’ 

My  heart  feels  Man-hood,  it  does  Death  defpife, 

Yet  I am  ftill  a Woman  in  my  Eyes. 

« I""’’®  is  the  caufe,  ' ' ' 

0 falls  the  Dew  when  the  bright  Stih  withdraws.  [Exam: 
' nyf  e Lenox  and  Seaton. 

Whi’rK  fpeeches  have  but  hit  your  thoughts 

Which  can  interpret  further  ; Only  I fay 

Things  have  been  ftrangely  carry’d 
Gmcan  was  pity’d  but  he  firft  was  dead, 
and  the  right  Valiant  Banjuo  walk’d  too  late* 

who  c.„ “L, &„fc 

To  know  how  monftrous  it  was  in  Nature  » 

Fot  Malcolme  and  Donallain,  to  hill  * 

Their  Ro^l  Father  j horrid  Fad  ! how  did 

It  grieve  did  he  not  ftraight  '•—  * 

in  pious  rage  the  two  Delinou^n  kilF  ' ■'  ' ■ ' 

Seat,  Ay,  and  wifely  too : ' 

For  twou’d  have  anger’d  any  Loyal  heart 

To  hear  the  men  denv-it. 

Hehvesindifgrace;.  Sir,  can  you  tell  - - 

. Where 
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Where  be  beftows  himfelf? 

Sjjfs  I hear  that  i’th’  Court. 

And  IS  receiv’d  of  the  moft  pious 

With  fuch  Grace,  that  the  Malevcrfences  of  Fortune  ' 

Takes  nothing  from  his  highRefpe<a;  thither 
IS  gone  to  beg  the  Holy  King’s 
Kind  aid,  to  wake 

And  Warlike  5eja)W,  and  by  the  help  of  thefe,’ 

To  finifli  what  they  have  fo  well  begun 
This  report 

Do  s fo  exafperate  the  King,  that  he 
Prepares  for  fome  attempt  of  War. 

Left.  Sent  he  tp  Macduff  >. 

Seat.  He  did,  his  abfolute  Command. 

IS  Meflage  e re  Iw  come  j that  fome  quick  bleffing. 

Country,  may  arrive, 

hilft  th^e  that  merit  it  are  yet  alive.  \ Exeunt 

three  Witches  meeting  Hecat 
t Witch.  How  ? Hecaty  you  look  angerly. 

^ecat.  Have  I not  reafon.  Beldams  ? , . 

Why  did  you  all  Tra/Hck  with  Macbeth 

oout  Riddles  and  affairs  of  Death, 

And  call’d  not  me;  All  you  have  done 

Hath  been  but  for  a Wey ward  Son: 

Make  fome  amends  now : get  vou  gone  • 

And  at  the  pit  of  Achteron  * . 

Meet  me  i’th’  morning  ; Thither  he  ' . 

Will  come  to  know  his  Deftiny . 

Dire  bufinefs  will  be  wrought  e’re  Noon 
tor  on  a corner  of  the  Moon,  ’ 

Speiftaclcs have  found,  • 

1 11  catch  it  e’re  it  come  to  ground..  ' 

And  that  diftill’d  lhall  yet  e’re  night,^ 

Raife  from  the  Center  fuch  a Spright: 

ci?  of  his  Illufion, 

Shall  draw  Macbeth  to.his  Confufion. 

HMufick  and  Song. 

2deccate^  Heccate  I O come  away,* 

Hark,  I am  call’d,  my  little  Spirit  fee, 

»us  in  a foggy  Cloud,  and  flays  for  me.  F % sin. 
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Sing  within,  [ Machine  JefienJs. 

G)me  away  Heccate,  Heccate  ! Oh  come  away : 

Hec.  I come,  I come,  with  all  the  fpeed.I  may, 

With  all  the  fpeed  I may. 

W here’s  Stalling  ? 
a.  Here. 

Uec.  Where’s  Puckle  i 

3.  Here,  and too,  and  too,- 

I.  We  want  but  you,  we  want  but  you: 

Gome  away,  make  up  the  Count. 

Hec.  I will  but  noint,  and  then  I mountj 
I will  but,  &c, 

1.  Here  comes  down  one  to  fetch  his  due,  a liils,: 

A Cup,  a fip  of  blood. 

And  why  thou  ftay’ft  fo  long,  I mufe. 

Since  th’  Air’s  fo  fweet  and  good. 

Oh  art  thou  come!  What  News? 

All  goes  fair  for  our  delight. 

Either  come,  or  elfe  refufcj  . , 'j_ 

Now  I am  furnilh’d  for  the  flightj 
Now  I go,  and  now  I fly, 

my  fweet  Spirit  and  I.  . j 

3.  Oh  what  a dainty  pleafure’s  this ! 

To  fail  i’lh’ Air 

While  the  Moon Ihines  fair;-  - ' 

To  Sing,  to  Toy,  to  Dance  and  Kifs  ; 

Over  woods,  high  Rocks  and  Mountains ; ■ ^ 

Over  Hills,  and  mifty  Fountains ; 

Over  Steeples,  Towers,  and  Turrets  : ’ 

We  fly  by  night  ’mongft  troops  of  Spirits. 

No  Ring  of  Bells  to  our  Ears  founds. 

No  Houls  of  Wolves,  nor  Yelps  of  Hounds;. 

No,  nor  the  Noife  of  Waters  breach, 

Nor  Cannons  Throats  our  Height  can  reach. - 
I . Come  let’s  make  hafte,  fhe’ll  foon  be  back  again. - 
a.  . But  whilft  Ihe  moves  through  the  foggy  Air,. 

Let’s  to  the  Cave  and  our  dire  Charms  prepare. 

Finis  A^us  lU. 
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ACT  IV.  SCENE  I. 


I . Witch.  ''"T^Hrice  the  brinded  Cat  hath  Mew’ci. 

i z.  Thrtce,  arid  once  the  Hedge-Pig  whin’d. 
Shutting  his  Eyes  againft  the  Wind. 

3.  Harpier  cries,  ’tis  time,  ’tis  time. 

1.  Then  round  about  the  Cauldron 
And  poyfon’d  Entrails  throw. 

This  Toad  which  under  Moffie  {lone. 

Has  days  and  nights  lain  thirty  one.:  ' . 

And  fwelter’d  Venom  fleeping  got. 

We’ll  boyl  in  the  fnchanted  Pot. 

AS.  Double,  double,  toyl  and  trouble ; ^ 

Fire  burn,  and  Cauldron  bubble.  , 

a.  The  Fillet  of  a Fenny  Snake, 

Of  Scuttle-Filh  the  vomit  black. 

The  Eye  of  Newt,  and  Toe  of  Frog, , 

The  Wool  of  Bat,  and  tongue  of  Dog. 

An  Addars  fork,  and  blind  worms  fting,' . 

A Lizzard’s  leg,  and  Howlet’s  wing. 

Shall  like  a Hell-broth  boil  and  bubble. 

AS.  Double,  double,  S’c. 

3.  The  fcale  of  Dragon,  tOoth'of  Wolf, 

A Witches  Mummy : Maw  and  Gulf 
Of  Cormorant  and  the  Sea  Shark, 

The  root  of  Hemlock  dig’d  i’th’  dark. 

The  Liver  of  blafpheming  Jew, 

With  Gall  of  Goats,  and  flips  of  Yew, 

Pluckt  when  the  Moon  was  in  Eclipfe, 

With  a Turks  Nofe,  and  farters  Lips; 

The  Finger  of  a ftrangl’d  Babe, 

Born  of  a Ditch  delivered  Drab, 

Shall  make  the  Grewel  thick  and  flab, 

Adding  thereto  a fat  Dutchmans  Chawdrori,  t 
For  the  ingredients  of  our  Cawdron.  ’ , 

AS,  Double,  double,  '• 


U.  ni  cool 


.H. 


( 


.... 

. ..  It  with  the  Baboons  blood, 

■And  Xo  ths  C^hROH-is-firiru  2nd -goods 

I-  7 H^ccate,  and  t{{e  ether  tbfee  Wite^ag'.  ^ 

Hec.  Oh  wdl  done.  I commend  yduf  paths.  “ ^ 

And  every  one  fhall  lhare  the  Gains. . 

And  now  about  the  CnuldotH  iing, 

Like  Elves  andf^iriciin  a Rin^-’;.-/  ■ ; • 

andi  white, !. ; j 
XJ  Red  Spirits  and- Gray  ; -V  ' " 

Mingle,  mingle,  mingle,,' . 

You  that  mingle  may.  ’ - ^ ’ 

I Witch.  TtffititTiffiu,  keep.it ftifTicL  . f 
Fire- drake  Tuckey^  make  it  luckey  r " - 

Liar  Robin,  you  muR  bob  in.  ! ■ ...  u . , 

Cher.  A-round,  a-rourid,  about,  abc^t,  . 

All  ill  come  running  in,  all  good  keep  out.' 

I.  Here’s  the  blood  of  a BatJ 
Hec.  O Put  in  that,  put  in  that..  -X 
X.  Heres  Lizards  brain.  " ' - 

ATrc.  Put  in  a grain. 

I.  Here’s  Juice  of  Toad,  fiere’iOyl  of  Adder 
That  will  make  the  Charm  grow  madder  ' 

7^Put  in  all  thefe,  twill  raife  the  Ranch. 

Hec.  Nay  here  s three  ounces  ofa.red-haar’d  Wench.  ' ■ 
Uior.  A-romd,  a-round,  e>cc  ■ 

1 by  the  pricking  pf  my  Thumbs,  V , , 

Know  fomething  Wicked  this.uf^y  comes,  ■ ■ ‘ 

Open  Locks,  whoever  knocks. 

^.Httr  Macbeth. 

macb.  How  now  you  fecret  hhrk  anj  -.-j  • . 

What  are  you  doing  ? ’ X ^id-night  Haggs, 

A//.  A deed  without  a name.-.  ' < . 

I co:.ji,re  you  by  thatihich  you  proWs 
Howo  re  you  come  to  know  it,  aofwer  mc. 

Thr„|l:  Sea'S\?w|d  t’  S"" 

Though  Palaces  and  towring  Piramids  ^ : ■ 

Arefwallowed  up  m Earth-quakb;  Anfwei»  me.  ’ • -i 

I.  Speak, 
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I.  Speak.  ' 

z.  Pronounce. 

9.  Demand.  ■ ' 

4.  I’ll  anfwcr  thee.  ■ ’ , , 

Mad.  What  Deftinie’s  appokitecifor^tfi^  Fate?'  '' 
Hec.  Thou  double  thane  and  Ring;  bewate  Macduff: 
Avoiding  him,  is  fafe,  enough. 

Mach,  What  e’re  thou  art  for  iiiy  kind  Cautioq,' Thanks. 
Hec.  Be  bold  and  blpodyi  and  man’s  Hatred  fcdrn, 

Thbu  (halt  be  harm’d  by  non?  of  ^oman  born.  ....  ^ 

Mach.  Then  live  Macduff,  tt'hli’^need  1 fear  thy. powef.?^ 
But  none  can  be  too  fure,  thou  lhalt  not  live,  . ^ v 
That  I may  tell  pale-hearted  fear  it  lies,  ’ ' 

And  fleep  in  fpight  of  Thunder.',.  -5..,.  . - ■ ■ 

Hec.  Be  confident,  be  Proud,  4lld  take  no  ' ; . ' _ ^ 

Who  wages  War,  or  whefeCbnfpirersar^"  ' ^ 

Macheth  (hall  like  a lucky  Monarch  Reigfl;  , ‘ ^ 

Till  Wood  lhall  come  to  ' . 

Mach.  Can  Forefts  move  ? the  Prophefie  ii good,,.  ' "" 

If  I (hall  never  fall  till  the  great  Wood  ‘ - 

Of  B 'trnam  rife  j thou  may ’ft  ptefunie  MacVeth,^ 

To  live  oiit  Nature’s  Leafej  and  pay  thy  breatft  ; , , 

To  Time  and  mortal  Guftom.  Yet  niy  heart  ’ ' ' ' 

Longs  for  more  Knowledge : Tell  me  if, your  Art 
Extends  fo  far : (hall  Ban({udi  KTue  o’re 
This  Kingdom  reign  ^ ^ . 

AU.  Enquire  rib  more.  ' ’ ' J ” ' , . 

Mach.  I will  not  be  deny’d.  Hki  ‘ _ [Caufdronyfsfr. 

An  eternal  Curfe  fall  on  you  ; let^kSovy  ' ,,  ' • 

Why  (inks  this  Cauldibniz^'^  what  noife  is  this  ? . ' * 

• "V  Witch.  Appear.  X.  Appear.  3- Appear. 

Wound  through  his  Eyes,  bis  h'ardm’d  Heart,  . , . . _ - 

Like  Shadows  coirie',‘abVftj’yib{^f^p'4'‘t^’ , ' f ; > • 

■ of  et§)t^Kings  and^zti^ 

, j.y’’  Ghoji  after  them  pafs  hy. 

Mach.thy  Crotvribi^ndtf'm'y  fig’h't.  A (ecohd  too  like  thefirft. 
Athird  refembles  him:  a fourth  too  like  the  .formed,: 

Ye  filthy  Hags,  will  they  fuccetd  ' V 

Each  other  ftill  till  Dootns- day  .»  , ;■ 

Another  yet;  a ■f6veHth‘J'''ril  fe'^rio’hfibrei 

Arid  yet  the  eighth  appears.  Ha! 
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Ha ! the  bloody  Banquo  fnailes  upon  me, 

And  by  his  fmiling  on  me,  feems  to  fay 
That  they  are  all  Succeflbrs  of  his  Race, 

' Hec.  Ay,  Sir,  all  this  is  fo : but  why 
Machtth  ftands  thou  amazedly  / 

Come  Sifters  let  us  chear  his  heart, ' 

And  fliewthepleafures  ofour  Art ; 
ril  charm  the  Air  to  give  a\found,  , 

While  you  perforna  your  Antick  round , iMufick.  The  Witches 
, ' V . ' r Dance^d  Vamfl}.  The 

Mad.  Where  are  they  > Gone!.  . ^ Cave  finks. 

Let  this  pernicious  hour  ftand 

Accurs’d  to  all  eternity.  \Witbcut  there. 

Enter  Seaton. 

' Seat.  What’s  your  Grace's  will  ? 

Mach.  Saw  you  the  Wjiy ward  Sifters 

Seat.  No,  my  Lord.  - < 1.,  • 

Mdci.  Came  they  not  by  you  ? i.  . \<\ 

Seat,  By  me.  Sir  ? ' ' - 

Mack  Infetfted  be  the  Earth  in  which  they  ftinb,  n 
And  Damn’d  all  thpfe  that  t'rtjft ’em.  Juft  now 
I heard  the  gallopping  of  Horfe ; who  was:’t  came  by  ? \ 

Seat.  A Meftcnger  from  tht  Enghjh  Court,  vvlio:  „ , 
Brings  word  Macduff  is  fled  to  England.  ■ 

Mach.  Fled  to  £«5/<<W!  , ' 

Seat.  Ay,  my  Lord. 

Time  thou  Anticipat’ft  all  my  Defigoj;  :J 
Our  purpofes  feldom  fucceed,  unlefs  , • ' ^ * 

Our  Deeds  go  with  them.  ' . , 

My  thoughts  lhall  hepceforth  into  Atftions  rife,  - 

The  Witches  made  me  cruel,  but  not  wife.  \_Exeunt. 

Enter  Macduff ’s  Wffe,  and  Lenox. 

La.  Macd.  I then  was  frighted  with  the  fad  alarm 
OiBanquos  Death,  when>I  did  cpunfel  him 
To  fly,  but  now,  alas!  I muft  repent  ir. 

What  had  he  done  to  leave  the  Land  ? Macletb 
■ Did  know  him  innocent 
^ Lew.  You  muft  have  patience.  Madam. 

La.  Mach.  He  had  none. 

His  flight  was  madneft.  When  our  Atftions  do  not, 
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Our  fears  oft  make  ds  Tray  tors. 

Len.  You  know  not  whether  it  was  his  Wifdom  or  his  Fear. 
la.  Macdi  Wifdom  ? to  leave  his  Wife  and  Children  in  a place 
From  whence  himfelf  did  By  ; he  loves  us  not. 

He  wants  the  Natural  touch  ; For  the  poor  FFre* 

(The  moft  diminutive  of  Birds)  will  with 

The  Ravenous  Omle,  light  ftoutly  for  her  young  ones. 

Lex.  Your  Husband,  Madam; 

Is  Noble,  Wife,  Judicious,  and  beft  knows 

The  fits  o’th’  Seafon.  I dare  not  fpeak  much  further. 

But  cruel  are  the  Times;  when  we  are  Tray  tors. 

And  do  not  know  our  felves : when  we  hold  Rumor, 

From  what  we  fear,  yet  know  not  what  we  fear ; 

But  float  upon  a wild  and  violent  Sea. 

Each  way,  and  more,  I take  my  way  of  you : 

!r  (hall  not  be  long  but  He  be  here  again. 

Things  at  the  worft  will  ceafe,  or  elfe  climb  upwards 
To  what  they  were  before.  Heaven  proted  you. 

La.  MaeJ.  Farewell,  Sir. 

£xfer  a Weman. 

Worn.  Madam,  a Gentleman,  in  hafte  defires 
To  fpeak  with  you. 

La.  Macd.  A Gentleman,  admit  him.  [Enter  Seyton. 

Sejton.  Though  I have' not  the  honour  to  be  known 
To  you,  yet  1 was  well  acquainted  with 
The  Lord  Macduff  which  brings  me  here  to  tell  you 
There’s  danger  near  you,  be  not  found  here. 

Fly  with  your  little  one.  Heaven  prelerve  you, 

I dare  flay  no  longer.  [Exit  Seyton. 

La.  Macd.  Where  lhall  I go,  and  whether  lhall  I fly  # 

I’ve  done  no  harm ; but  I remember  now 
I’m  in  a vicious  world,  where  to  do  harm 
Is  often  profperous,  and  to  do  go^ 

Accounted  dangerous  folly.  Why  do  I then 
Make  ufe  of  this  fo  womanly  defence  ? 

I’ll  boldly  in  and  dare  this  new  Alarm  : 

What  need  they  fear  whom  Innocence  doth  arm?  , [Exiu 

{Enter  Malcolm,  and  Macduff  7 
The ' Scene  Bitnzm  Wood.  J 

Macd.  In  thefe  dole  fhades  of  Birnam  Wood  let  us 
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Weep  our  fad  Bofoms  empty.  i ' \ 

M^kolm.  You’l  think  my  Fortunes  dc^)eratef  ' ' 

That  1 dare  meet  you  berfe  upon  your  futnnfiohs.' ' 

MacJ.  You  fliould  now 

Take  Arms  to  ferve  your  Countrcy.  Each  new  day 
New  Widows  mourn,  new  Orphans  cry,  and  ftill 
Changes  of  forrow  reach  attentive  HeavefiV 

Male,  This  Tyrant  whofe  foul  Name  Wifters  pur  Tongues^ 
Was  once  thought  honeft:  You  have  loVd^ him  well. 

He  has  not  touch’d  you  yet 
Macd.  I am  not  treacherous. 

Male.  But  Machsth  is. 

And  yer  Maeduff  may  be  what  I did  always  think  him,  ‘ 
Juft,  and  good. 

Maed.  I’ve  loft  ffly  hopes.  ' '>■ 

Male.  Perhaps  even  there  where  I did  find  my  doubts 
But  let  not  Jealoufics  be  your  Dilhonours, 

But  my  own  fafeties. 

Maedl  Bleed,  Bleed,  poor  Countrey. 

Great  Tyranny,  lay  tby  Foundation  fure,' 

Villains  are  fafe  when  good  men  are  fufpctfted; 

Tie  fay  no  more.  Fare  thee  well  young.  Prince, 

I would  not  be  that  Tray  tor  which  thou  thihk’ft  me- 
For  twice  Macheth'i  reward  of  Treachery. 

Male,  Be  not  oftended ; 

I fpeak  not  as  in  abfoiute  fear  of  you : 

Tthink  our  Country  . finks  beneath  the  Yosk,.  - 
It  weeps,  it  bleeds,  and  each  new  day  a galh 
Is  added  to  her  wounds.  I think  withal 
That  many  hands  would  in  my  Caufe  be  aeftive^  „ 

And  here  from  gracious  England  have  I offer 
Of; goodly  Thoufands. . But  for  all  this, 

When  I fliall  tread  upon  the  Tyrants  head,  . Jilot 

Or  wear  it  on  my  Sword  j yet  my  poor , Countryv^®’'" 
Will  fuffer  under  greater  Tyranny 
■ Than  what  it  fuffers  now. 

Maed,  Jt  cannot  be. 

Male.  Aks,  I find,  my  Nature  fo  inclin’d 
To  Vice,  that  ionX  Maeheth  when  I-ihall  rule. 

Will  feem  as  white  as  SnoW; 

Maed.  There 
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MacJ.  There  cannot  in  aii  ranlackt  hell  be  found  . . 

A Devil  equal  to  Machetb. 

Mak.  I grant  him  bloody,  falfe,  deceitful,  malicious. 

And  participating  in  fome  fins  too  horrid  to  name ; 

But  there’s  no  bottom,  no  depths  in  my  ill  appetite. 

If  fuch  a one  be  fit  to  govern,  fpeak  i 

Macd.  O Scetland,  Scotland^  when  fhalt  thou  fee  day  again } 
Since  that  the  trueft  blue  of  thy  Throne, 

Difclaimshis  Virtue  to  avwd  the  Grown  ? 

Your  Royal  Father  ■ ' 

Was  a moft  Saint-like  King ; the  Queen  that  bore  you, 
Oftner  upon  her  Knees,  than  on  or  Feet, 

Dy’d  every  day  Ihe  liv’d.  Fare  thee  well, 

Thefe  evils  thou  repeat’s  upon  thy  felf. 

Hath  baniiht  me  from  Scotland.  O my  breaft ! 

Thy  hope  ends  here, 

Male.  Macdt^  this  Noble  Paflion, 

Child  of  Integrity,  hath  from  my  Soul . 

Wip’d  the  Black  fcruples,  reconcil’d  my  Thoughts 
To  thy  good  truth  and  honour.  Macheth 
By  many  of  thefe  Trains  hath  fought  to  win  me  . 

Into  his  power : and  modeR  wifdom  plucks  me 
From  over-credulous  hafie.  But  now 
1 put  my  felftothy  dire<Rion,and 
Unfpeak  mine  own  Detradlion.  I abjure 
The  taunts  and  blames  I laid  upon  my  felf. 

For  ftrangers  to  my  Nature.  What  I am  truly  i . 

Is  thine,  and  my  poor  Countreys  to  Command. 

The  gracious  Edward  has  lent  us  Seymour, 

And  ten  thoufand  Men.  Why  are  you  filent  > 

Macd.  Such  welcome  and  unwelcome  things  at  ooce 
Are  fubjedls  for  my  Wonder,  not  my  Speech, 

My  grief  and  joy  contefting  in  my  bofom, 

I find  that  I can  fcarce  my  tongue  Command, 

When  two  flreams  meet  the  Water’s  at  ftand.  ' 

Male.  Alliftance  granted  by  that  pious  King 
Muft  be  fuccelsful,  he  who  by  his  touch. 

Can  cure  our  Bodies  of  a foul  Difeafe, 

Can  by  juft  force  fubdue  a Traitor’s  Mind, 

Power  fupernatural  is  unconfin’d. 

C % 
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Ifhis  Gompafllon  doeson  itneriDifcas'd 
EffedlYiich  cures ; what  Wonders  will  he  do,  ■ a 
When  to  Conipaflion  he  adds  Juftipe  too  ? ' \Extunt. 

: ’ £«re/- Macbeth  Seaton,  i : 

go  bid  the  Army  March. 

Seat.  The  pofture  of  affairs  requires  your  Prefence.  .. 

Mach.  But  the  Indifpofition  ofmy  Wife, , 

Detains  me  here. 

Seat.  Th’  Enemy  is  upon  our  borders,  Seotlani'%  in  danger. 
Macb.  So  is  my  Wife,  and  I am  doubly  fo. 

I am  fick  in  her,  and  my  Kingdom  too.. 

Seaton. 

Seat.  Sir. 

Mach.  The  fpur  of  my  Ambition  prompts  me  to  go* 

And  make  my  Kingdom  fafe,  but  Love  which foftens  me 
To  pity  her  in  her  diftrefs,  curbs  my  Refolves; 

Seat.  He’s  ftrangely  diforder’d. 

Mach'.  Yet  why  fhould  Love  fince  confin’d,  defire 
Tocontroul  Ambition,  for  whole  fpreading  hopes  ' 

The  world’s  too  narrow*  it  lhall  not, '.gseat  Fires;.  ; ■ 

Put  out  the  lefs ; go  bid  my  Gfooms'  , ■ ^ 

Make  ready;  i’le  not  delay  my  going.  ( * 

Seat  I go.  • 

Mach.  Stay  Seaton,  flay,  Compaffibn  calls  me  back. 

Seat.  He  looks  and  moves  diforderly. 

Mach.  I’ll  not  go  yet.  \Euter  a Servant,  who 

Seat.  Well  Sir.  wh^ffhers  Macbeth. 

/WjfA  Is  the  Queen  afleep  .> 

Seat.  What  makes  ’em  whifper  and  his  countenance  change?- 
Perhaps  fome  newdefjgn  has  had  ill  fuccefs. 

Mack  Seaton,  go  fee  what  pofture.  our  affairs  are  in. 

Seat.  I ftiall,  and  give  you  notice  Sir.  , [£x//  Seat. 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth. 

Mach.  How  does  my  gentle  Love  ? 

La.  Machl  Duncan  hd^A... 

No  words  of  that. 

La.  A/.jf  A And  yet  to  me  he  lives. 

His  fatal  Ghoft  is  now  my  lhadow,  and  purfucs  me  - 
Where  e’re  I go.. 

A/jfA  It  cannot  .te,  my  Dear, , 

Your 
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Your  Fears  have  mif-inform’d  your  eyes. 

La  Maclf.  See  there  j Believe  your  own. 

Why  do  you  follow  me  > I did  not  do  it. 

Mach.  Methioks  there’s  nothing. 

La.  Math.  If  you  have  valour  force  him  hence. 

Hold,  hold,  he’s  gone.  Now  you  look  ftrangely. 

Mach,  ’ris  the  ftrange  error  of  your  eyes.  -s.. 

La.  Mach.  But  the  ftrange  error  of  my  eyes 
Proceeds  from  the  ftrange  atftion  of  your  Hands. 

Diftratftion  does  by  fits  poflefs  my  head, 

Becaufe  a Crown  unjuftly  covers  it.- 
I (land  fo  high  that  I am  giddy  grown. 

A Mift  does  cover  me,  as  Clouds  the  tops 
Of  Hills.  Let  us  get  down  apace. 

Mach.  If  by  your,  high  afcent  you  giddy  grow, 

’Tis  when  you  caft  your  eyes  on  things  below. 

La.  Mach'.  You  may  in  peace  refign  the  ill  gain’d  Crown. 
Why  ihould  you  labour  ftill  to  be  unjuft  ? 

There  has  been  too  much  blood  already  fpilt. 

Make  not  the  Subjects  Vi(ftims  to  your  guilt. 

Mach.  Can  you  think  that  a Crime,  which  you  did  once 
Provoke  me  to  commit  >.  Had  not  you  breath 
Blown  my  Ambition  up  intoaFlarae 
Duncan  had  yet  been  living. 

La.  Mach.  You  W'ere  a man. 

And  by  the  Charter  of  you  Sex  you  fhou’d  Jj 

Have  govern’d  me,  there  was  more  crime  in  you  / 

When  you  obey’d  my  Councels,  then  I contratfted 
By  my  giving  it.  Refign  your  Kingdom  now,  ^ 

And  with  your  Crown  put  off  your  guilt. 

Mach.  Refign  the  Crown,  and  with  it  both  our  Lives, 

1‘muft  have  better  Counfellors. 

La.  Mach.  What,  your  Witches  > 

Curfe  on  your  MelTengers  of  Hell.  Their  breath. 

Infetfted  fitft  my  Breath  : See  me  no  more. 

As  Ring  your  Crown  fits  heavy  on  your  Head, 

But  heavier  on  my  heart : I have  had  too  much 
Of  Kings  already.  See  the  dhoft  again.  \Ghofl  appears. 

Mach.  Now  fhe  relapfes. 

La,  Mach.  Speak  to  bimifthoucanft' 
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Thou  look’ft  on  me,  and  fhew’ft  thy  wounded  breaft. 

Shew  it  the  Murderer.  • 

Mack  Within  there,  Ho.  [_EHterWoman. 

La.  Mach.  Am  I t’ane  Prifoner?  then  the  Battle’s  loft.  {^Exit. 

^ ' \^Lae!yM.ichti\\led0uthyWomitt. 

Mach.  She  does  from  D««c<i»’s  death  toficknefs  grieve. 

And  fliall  from  Malcolms  death  her  health  receive. 

When  by  a Viper  bitten,  nothings  good 
To  cure  the  Venom  but  a Viper’s  blood. 

Enter  Malcom,  MacdufT  and  Lenox  meeting  them. 

Macd.  See  who  comes  here ! 

Mak.  My  Countreyman  ; but  yet  I know  him  not. 

Macd.  My  ever  Gentle  Coufin ! welcome. 

Male.  I know  him  now. 

Kind  Heaven  remove  the  means  that  makes  us  ftrangers. 

■ Lea.  Amen.  .'i  ' ' 

Macd.  What  looks  does bear? 

Lea.  Alas  poor  Countrey,  almoft  afraid  to  know  it  felf. 

It  can’t  be  call’d  our  Mother ; but  our  Grave ; where  nothing, 
But  who  knows  nothing  is  on'ce  feen  to  fmile ; 

Where  fighs,  and  groans,  and  Ihrieks  that  rend  the  air. 

Are  made,  not  mark’d,  where  violent  forrow  feems 

A modeen  Extafte:  there  Bells 

Are  always  ringing,  and  no  man  asks  for  whom; 

There  good  mens  lives  expire  e’re  they  ficken. 

Macd.  Oh  Relation ! too  nice,  and  yet  too  true. 

Mak.  What’s  the  neweft  grief.* 

Ixn.  That  of  an  hours  age  is  out  of  date. 

Each  minute  brings  a new  one. 

Macd.  How  does  my  Wife  .* 

Len.  Why  well. 

Macd.  And 'all  my  Children.* 

Leu.  Well  too. 

Macd.^  The  Tyrant  has  not  quarrel’d  at  their  peace  ? 

Leu.  No  they  were  well  at  peace  when  I left  ’em. 

Macd.  Benotfofparing  of  your  fpeech.  Howgoes’t? 
Ixn,  When  I came  hither  to  tranfport  the  tidings. 

Which  I have  heavily  born,  there  ran  a rumour 
Of  many  worthy  Men,  that  rofe  into  a head. 

Which  was  to  my.  Belief;  witoefsthe  rather. 
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For  that  I.faw  the  Tyrants  Power  a Foot. 

Now,  is  the  time  of  help:  your  eye  in  Setting 
Would  create  Souldiers,  and  make  women  fight, 

Male.  Be’t  their  Comfort, 

We  are  coming  thither : Gracious  England  hath 
Lent  us  good  Seymour,  and  ten  thoufand  men. 

Len.  Wou’d  I cou’d  anfwer  this  Comfort  with  the  like ; 

But  I have  words, 

That  would  be  utter’d  in  the  defatt  air, 

Where  no  mans  ear  Ihould  hear  ’em. 

MaeJ.  What  concern  they  .■>  the  general  caufe, 

Of  is’t  a grief  due  to  fome  Angle  breaft  ? 

Len.  All  honed  minds  muft  lharein’t;  ■ 

But  the  main  part  pertains  to  you. 

Macd.  If  it  be  mine,  keep  it  not  from  me. 

Len.  Let  not  your  ears  condemn  my  tongue  for  ever,' 

When  they  lhall  poflefs  them  with  the  heavieft  found 
That  ever  yet  they  heard.  - i . 

Macd.  At  once  I guefs,  yet  am  afraid  to  know. 

Len.  Your  Cadle  is  furpriz’d,  your  Wife  and  Children 
Savagely  murdered : to  relate  the  manner, 

Were  to  increafe  the  butchery  of  them, 

By  adding  to  their  fall  the  Death  of  you.- 
Male.  Merciful  heaven ! Noble  Macduff 
Give  forrow  w'ords ; the  grief  that  does  not  fpeak, 

Whifpers  the  o’re-charg’d  heart,  and  bids  it  break.  ' 

Macd.  My  Children  too  ? 

Len.  Your  Wife,  and  both  your  Children. 

Macd.  And  I not  with  them  dead  Both,  .both  my  Children 
Did  you  fay ; my  Tw’o  ? 

I^en.  I have  faid. 

Male.  Be  comforted; 

Let’s  make  us  Cordials  of  our  great  Revenges, . - ’ r>* 

To  cure  this  deadly  Grief. 

He  has  no  Children,  nor  can  he  feel  - ' f ' 

A fathers  Grief : Did  you  fay  all  my  Children  ? - 

Oh  hcliifh  ravenous  Kite!  all  three  at  one  fwoopi  - 
Male.  Difpute  it  like  a man. 

Macd.  I fhall. 

But  I muft  Arft  too  feel  It  as  a man.  =- 

t I 'can* 
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I cannot  but  remember  fuch  things  were, 

And  were  moft  precious  to  me : Did  Heaven  look  onj 
And  would  not  take  their  part?  finful  Macduff, 

They  were  all  ftruck  for  thee ; for  the  they  fell : 

Not  for  their  own  offences  j but  for  thine. 

Male.  Let  this  give  Edges  to  our  Swords ; let  your  tears 
Become  Oyl  to  our  kindled  Rage. 

[ Macd.  Oh  I could  play  the  Woman  with  my  eyes. 

And  brag  on’t  with  my  Tongue ; kind  Heavens  bring  this 
Dire  Friend  of  Scotland,  and  my  felf  face  to  face. 

And  fet  him  within  the  reach  of  my  keen  Sword. 

And  if  he  out- lives  that  hour,  may  Heaven  forgive 
His  fins,  and  punilh  me  for  his  efcape. 

Male.  Let’s  haften  to  the  Army,  finceM<jf/e/A 
Is  ripe  for  fall. 

Macd.  Heaven  give  our  quarrel  but  as  good  fuccefs 
As  it  hath  Jufticcin’t : Kind  Powers  above 
Grant  peace  to  us,  whilft  we  take  his  way ; 

The  Night  is  long  that  never  finds  a Day.  [Exeunt- 


ACT  V.  SCENE  I. 


Enter  Se&toa,  and  a Ladyi 

Lady.  T Have  feen  her  rife  from  her  bed,  throw 

1 Her  Night  Gown  on  her,  unlock  her  Clofet, 
Take  forth  Paper^  fold  it,  write  upon’t,  read  it, 
Afterwards  Seal  it,  and  again  return  to  Bed, 

Yet  all  this  while  in  a moft  faft  fleep. 

Seat.  ’Tis  ftrange  flie  ftiould  receive  the  Benefit 
Of  fleep,  and  do  the  Effedls  of  waking. 

In  this  diforder  what  at  any  time  have 
You  heard  her  fay  ? 

Lady.  That,  Sir,  which  I will  not  report  of  her. 

Seat.  You  may  to  me;  and  ’tis  moft  meet  you  Ihou’d.  , 
L^y.  Neither  to  You,  nor  any  one  living; 

Having  no  witnefs  to  confirm  my  Speech. 
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c t /.  Sfiter  Lady  Macbeth. 

iieat.  You  lee  her  eyes  are  open.- 

Ay,  buther  %nfcisfliuf. 

Se4r.  What  is’t  flic  does  now  .•»  Look  haw  flie  rubs  her  hands- 
It  IS  an  accuftom’d  aftion  with  h»r  tofeem 
Thus  walhing  her  hands:  I haveknown  "" 

Her  continue  in  this  a quarter  ofan  hour. 

La.  M^k  Yet  out,  out,  here’s  a fpot. 

^eat,  Heark,  Ihe  fpeaks.  ' 

Im.  Uacb  Oot,  out,  out  I fay.  One,  two:  Nav  then 
Tis  time  to  dot;  Fie,  my  Lord,  fy  a Souldier  ^ 

And  afTraid?  What  need  we  fear?  Who  knows  it* 

There  s none  dares,  call  oqr  Power  to  account : ' 

^eat.  Do  you  mark  that? 

t'cS? 

A fmed  of  blo^ ; not  all  the  perfumes  of  Arabia 

Will  fweeten  this  little  Hand.  Oh,  oh,  oh.  vn^i, 

SCENE  If.  ^ 

Donalbain  and  F/ean.  mt  by  Lenox.' 

teifrV  yoang  Ban<iHo\  Son? 

Who  is  this  my  worthy  Friend  ? 2 » ■^u- 

wiTu  I • P''efence  feel  my  hopes  full  blown 

• WhKh  hitherto  have  been  but  in  the  Bud 

i^t  happy  Gale  has  brought  you  here  to  fee 
Your  Fathers  Death  Reveng’d  > 

Dan.  Hearing  of  Aid  fent  by  the  Lna/i/b  King. 

rl"'  wk*  wears  bit  newly  oier,' 

Don.  Where’s  my  Brother  .* 

Bebt5  tbl'w^d 

What  do’s  the  Tyrant  now? 

Somf;  ,,  if  tiunfinane  ; 

Some  fa}  he  is  Mad,  others,  who  love  him  lefs, 

” CaU 
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Call  it  a Valiant  Fury ; but  what  e’re 
The  matter,  is,  there  is  a Civil  Wat 
Within  his  Bofom;  and  heiSnds  hisCrowii 
Sit  loofe  about  him  : His  power  grows  lefs, 

His  Fear  grows  greater  ftill. 

Don.  l-et’s  hafte  and  meet  my  Brother, 

My  Intereft  is  grafted  into  his, 

And  cannot  grow  without  it. 

Len.  So  may  you  both  out*grow  unlucky  Chance, 

And  may  the  Tyrant’s  Fall  that  Growth  Advance.  [Exenfif, 

SCENE  111. 

Enfer  Macbeth,  Seat,  an^  Attendants. 

Mach.  Bring  me  no  more  Reports:  Let ’em  fly  all 
Till  Blrnam  Wood  remove  to  Dunfinane 
1 cannot  fear.  What’s  the  Boy  ? What 

A.e  all  the  Englifh  t Are  they  not  of  Women 
Born  ? And  t’all  fuch  I am  invincible ; 

Then  fly  falfe  Thanes, 

By  your  Revolt  you  have  inflam’d  my  Rage, 

And  n6w  have  borrowed  Englifh  blood  to  quench  it. 

Enter  a Meffenger.  ' 

Now  Friend,  what  means  thy  change  bf  Countenance  J 
Mejf.  There  are  Ten  Thoufand,  Sir. 

Mach.  What,  Ghofts  ? 

MejT  No,  Armed  men. 

Mach.  But  fuch  as  lhall  be  Ghofts  e’re  it  be  Night, 

Art  thou  turn’d  Coward  too,  fince  I made  thee  Captain  ? 

Go  Blalh  away  thy  Palenefs,  I am  fure 
Thy  Hands  are  of  another  Colour ; thou  haft  Kinds 
Of  Blood,  but  Looks  of  Milk. 

Mejf,  The  Englijh  Force  fo  pleafe  you 

Mach.  Take  thy  Face  hence. 

He  has  Infedfed  me  with  Fear ; 

I am  lure  to  die  by  none  of  Woman  born. 

And  yet  the  Englifh  Drums  beat  an  Alarm, 

As  fatal  to  my  Life  as  are  the  Crokes 
Of  Ravens,  whet^they.flutter  about  the  Windows 
Of  departing  men. 

My  hopes  are  great,  and  yet  methinks  I fear; 

My  Subjeds  cry  put  Curfes  on  my  Name, 
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Which  like  a North-wind  feems  to  b'aft  my  HopesI 
Seat,  That  Wind  is  a contagious  Vapour  exhal’d  from  BloodJ 
Enter  Second  Mejfenger. 

What  news  more  > i 

X Mejf.  All’s  confirm’d,  my  Liege,  that  was  reported. 
yiach.  And  my  Refolves  in  fpite  of  Fate  (hall  be  as  firmly. 
Send  out  my  more  Horfe ; and  Scour  the  Country  round. 

■ How  do’s  my  Wife  ? 

Seat.  Not  fo  fick,  my  Lord,  as  flic  is  troubled 
With  diflurbing  Fancies,  that  keep  her  from  her  reft. 

Mach.  And  f,  methinks,  am  fick  with  her  Difeafe; 

Seaton  fend  out ; Captain,  the  Thanes  flie  from  thee : 

, Woa’d  flie  were  well,  I’de  quickly  win  the  Field, 

Stay  Seaton,  Stay,  I’ll  bear  you  company. 

The  EngUJh  czaaot  long  maintain  the  Fight; 

They  come  not  here  to  Kill,  but  to  be  Slain ; 

Send  out  our  Scouts. 

Seat.  Sir,  I am  gone.  LAfide. 

Not  to  obey  your  Orders,  but  the  Call  of  Juftice. 

I’ll  to  the  Englijh  Train  whofe  Hopes  are  built 

Upon  their  Caufe,  and  not  on  Witches  Prophcfies.  [£x/r.' 

Mach.  Poor  Thanes,  you  vainly  hope  for  Vitftory : 

You’l  find  Invincible;  or  if  > 

He  can  be  o’recome,  it  muft  be  then 
By  Birnam  Oaks,  and  not  by  Englifli-men.  XJExlt. 

■ .:r  .S,CtENE  iv: 

Enter  Malcolm,  Donalbaio,"  Seymor,  Macduff  Lenox, 
WetaiSouldiers. 

Male.  The  Sun  fliall  fce'us  Drain  the  Tyrants  B^bod 
And  Dry  up Scotlands  Tears:  How  much  we  are 
Oblig’d  to  England,  which  like  a kind  Neighbour 
Lifts  . us  up  when  we  were  Fain  below 
Our  own  Recovery.  ‘ 

Seym.  What  Wood  is  this  before  us.*  ' " 

Male.  The  Wood  of  Birnam.  ' ' 

Seym.  Let  every  Souldier  hew  him  down  a Bough, 

And  bear’t  before  him : By  that  we  may 
Keep  the  Number  of  our  Force  undifeover’d 
By  the  Enemy. 

Male,  it  fliallbe  done.  We  Learn  no  more  than  that 
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The  Confident  Tyrant  keeps  ftill  in  Dun/fnane, 

A^nd  will  endure  a Siege. 

He  is  of  late  grown  Confeious  of  his  Guilt,. 

Which  makes  him  make  that  City  his  Place  of  Refuge. 

Mac/^.  He’ll  find  even  there  but  little  Safety ; 

His  very  Subjeds  will  againft  him  rife. 

So  Travellers  flic  to  an  Aged  Barn' 

For  Shelter  from  the  Rain ; when  the  next  Shock 
Of  Wind  throws  down  that  Roof  upon  their  Heads,' 

From  which  they  hop’d  for  Succour.  ‘ 

- '^'■etched  Kernes  which  now  like,  Boughs  arety’di 

To  fored  Obedience;  will,  when  cur  Swords 
Have  cut  thofe  Bonds,  ftart  from  Obedience. 

Md/c.  May  the  Event  makegood  our  Guefs: 

It  muft,  unlefs  our  Refolutions  fail 
They  1 kindle,  .Sir,  their  juft  Revenge  at  ours  : 

Which  double  Flame  will  finge  the  Wings  of  all 
The  Tyrants  hopes;  depriv’d  of  thofe  Supports. 

He’ll  quickly  Fall. 

Sejm.,  Let’s  all  retire  to  our  Commands ; our  Breathe 
Spent  in  Difeourfe  does  but  defer  his  Death, 

And  but  delays  our  Vengeance. 

Macd.  Come  let’s  go ; 

The  fwifteft  hafte  is  for  Revenge  too  flow^  l£xeu»ti 

Enter  Macbeth,  andSouldiert. 

Mad.  Hang  out  our  Banners  proudly  o’rc  the  Wall 
The  Cry  is  ftill,  they  Come:  Our  Gaftles  Strength 
W’lll  laugh  a Siege  to  Scorn:  Here  let  them  lie 
Til!  Famine  eat  them  up : Had  Seaton  ftill. 

Been  ours,  and  others  who  now  Increafe  the  Number 
Ot  our  Enemies,  wc  might  have  met  ’em 
Face  to  Face. 

WhatNoifeisthat.^  . ‘ 

Set.  It  kerns  the  Cry  of  Womeii.- 

I have  almoft  forgot  the  Tafte  of  Fears' 

The  time  has  been  that  Dangers  have  been  my  Familiars.', 
n herefore  was  that  Cry  ? 

Ser.  Great  Sir,  the  ^een  is  Dead. , 

Mad. . She  fhould  have  Dy’d  hereafter 
l ibrought  Her_here,  to  fee  rny  Vidimes,  ’not  to  Die.\ 

To 
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I'o  Mon-ow  to  Morrow,  and  to  Morrow, 

Creeps  in  a ftealiug  pace  from  Day  to  Day, 

To  the  laft  Minute  of  Recorded  Time:  ^ 

And  a?l  our  Yefterdays  have  lighted  Fools 

Life?  tar  Candle, 

Lite  s but  a Walking  Shadow,  a poor  Player 

That  Struts  and  Frets  his  hour  upon  the  Stage 
And  then  is  heard  no  more.  It  is  a Tale 
Told  by  an  Ideot,  full  of  Sound  and  Fury  ■ 

Signifying  Nothing.  ^ 

'^'Z/r 'f  ? : Thy  Story  quickly! 

ror  my  Tongue  cannot.  ’ 

Thy  Eyes  fpeak  Terror,  let  thy  Tongue  expound' 
language,  or  be  for  ever  Dumb.  ® ^ 

T 1 t '"  Hand  my  Watch  upon  the  Hill, 

Adach^  Lyar  and  Slave.  • ^ 

endure,  your  Wrath  if’fbe  not  fo  • 

Within  this  three  Mile  may  vou  fee  it  coming 
I fay,  a moving  Grove.  ' 

thy  Soul 

To  th  othci  World  to  meet  with  moving  Woods, 

And  walking  Forrefts ; ^ ’ 

‘’“t  Dreamt  of  here 
it  th>  Speech  be  true,  I care  not  if  thou  doelt 
1 ne  lame  ror  me.  I now  begin 
To  doubt  the  Equivocation  of  the  Fiend, 

1 hey  bid  me  not  to  fear  till  Birnam  Wood 
Should  come  to  Dunfinane  : And  now  a Wood-! 

Is  on  its  March  this  way  j Arm,  Arm.- 
^nce  thus  a Wood  do’s  in  a March  appear, 

Sfhf  t T T'a'-rying  here:  • 

h.ethinks  I now  grow  weary  of  the  Sun, 

And  wilh  the  Worlds  great  Glafs  of  i ife  were  run, . PEW 

_ ^ , SCENE  VI.-  L^xcuut, 

Enter  Seymour  Macduff^  Ler.or:  Fk.:n,  Seator,,  • 

through  down  ^ ' 

And  Ihew  like  thofe  yon  are.  You,  worthy  Uncle 
^all  with  my  Brother  and  the  Noble  Lenox.  ’ ' 

March  m the  Van,  whilft  Valiant  Seymour 
And  my  felf,  make  up  the  Grofs  of  the  Army, 

And  follow  you  with  ipeed  . ^ 

- Sey. 
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Sey.  Fare  well  ^ the  Monfler  has  forfook  his  hold  and  comes 
To  offer  Battle. 

Macd,  Let  him  come  on  ^ his  Title  now  / ‘ ” 

Sits  Loofe  about  him^  like  a Giants  Robe  ' . ^ ^ * *’ 

Upon  a Dwarfifli  Thief.  ' ■ ^ 

Enter  Macbeth,  ■ 

Macb.  ’This  too  Ignoble,  and  too  bafe  to  Flie^ 

Who’s  he  that  is  not  of  a Woman  Born,  . ‘ 

For  fiich  a one  I am  to  fear,  or  none.  ' 

Enter  Lenox,  • ' ^ 

Len,  Kind  Heaven,  I thank  thee;  have  I found  thee  here : 

Oh  Scotland!  Scotland!  may  ft  thou  owe  thy  juft,  - 
Pvevenge  to  this  fharp  Sword,  or  this  bleft  Minute. 

Macb,  Retire  fond  Man,  1 wou’d  not  Kill  thee. 

Why  Ihould  prey  on  Flies? 

It  is  below  Macbeth  to  Fight  with  Men. 

' Len,  But  not  to  Murder  Women. 

Macb,  Lenox,^  I pitty  thee,  thy  Arm’s  too  weak. 

Len,  This  Arm  has  hitherto  found  good  Succefs 
On  your  Miiiifters  of  Blood,  who  Murder’d 
Mac  duffs  Lady,  and  brave  Banquo  : 

Art  thou  lefs  Mortal  then  they  were?  Or  more 
Exempt  from  Punifhment?  Becaufe  thbu  moft  ’ 

Deferv’ft  it.  Have  at  thy  Life. 

Macb,  Since  then  thou  art  in  Love  with  Death,  I will 
Vouchfafe  it  thee.  \frhey  fight ^ Lenox  falls. 

Thou  art  of  Woman  Born,  I’m  iiire.  [iExit  Macb, 

Len, . Oh  my  dear  Country,  Pardon  me  that  I 
. Do  in  a caufe  lo  great,  fo  quickly  Die.  , UDies. 

Enter  Macduff. 

Macd.  This  way  the  Noife  is.  Tyrant  fliew  thy  Face^ 

If  thou  be’ft  Slain,  and  by  no  hand  of  Mine, 

My  Wife  and  Childrens  Ghofts'will  hunt  me  for’t. 

I cannot  Strike  * 

At  wretched  Slaves, 'who  fell  their  Lives  for  Play  ; 

No,  my  Revenge  fhall  feek  a Nobler  Prey. 

Through  all  the  Paths  of  Death,  I’l  fearch  him  out : 

Let  me  but  find  him,  [Exit, 

Enter  Malcolme^  and  Seymour. 

Sey.  This  Way,  Great  Sir,  the  Tyrants  People  Fight 
With  Fear  as  great  as  is  his  Guilt.  > 

Male.  See  who  lies  here ; the  Noble  Lenox  flain. 

What  Storm  has  brought  this  Blood  over,  our' 

Rifing  hopes. 

Sey,  Reftrain  your  Pafiion,  Sir,  let’s  to  our  Men, 

Thofe  who  in  Noble  Caufes  fall,  deferve 
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Our  Pitty,  not  our  Sorrow. 

Pie  bid  fome  Body  bear  the  Body  further  hence. 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Macb.  Why  fliould  I play  the  Roman  Fool  and  Fall, 

On  my  own  Sword,  while  I have  living  Foes 
To  Conquer?  my  Wounds  fliew  better  upon  them. 

Enter  Macduff. 

Macd.  Turn  Hell-Hound,  Turn.  • 

Macb.  Of  all  men  elfe,  I have  avoided  Thee  ; 

But  get  thee  back,  .my  Soul  is  too  much  clog’d 
With  Blood  of  thine  already. 

Macd.  rie  have  no  Words,  thy  Villanies  are  worfe 
Then  ever  yet  were  punilht  with  a Curfe. 

Macb.  Thou  may  ft  as  well  attempt  to  Wound  the  Air, 

As  me;  my  Deftiny’s  refervM  for  fome  Immortal  Power, 

A-nd  I muft  fall  by  Miracle;  I cannot  Bleed. 

Macd.  Have  thy  black  Deeds  then  turn’d  thee  to  aJDevil? 

Macb.  Thou  wouldft  but  fiiare  the  Fate  of  Lenox. 

Macb.  Is  Lenox  flain  ? and  by  a Hand  that  would  Damn  all  it  kills, 
But  that  their  Caufe  preferves  ’em. 

Macb.  I have  a Prophecy  fecures  my  Life. 

Macd.  1 have  another  which  tells,  med  lhall  have  his  Blood, 

Who  firft  fhed  mine. 

Mach.  None  of  Woman  born  can  fpill  my  Blood. 

Macd.  Then  let  the  Devils  tell  thee,  Macduff  - 
Was  from  his  Mothers  Womb  untimely  Ript. 

Macb.  Gurft  be  that  tongue  that  tells  me  fo. 

And  double  Damn’d  be  they  who  v/ith  a double  fence 
Make  Promifes  to  our  Ears,  and  Break  at  laft 
That  Prqmife  to  our  light : I will  not  fight  with  thee. 

Macd.  Then  yeild  thy  felf  a Prifoner  to  be  led  about 
The  World,  and  Gaz’d  on  as  a Monfter,  a Monfter 
More  Deform’d  then  ever  Ambition  Fram’d, 

Or  Tyranny  could  lhape. 

Macb.  I fcorn  to  Yield.  I will,  in  fpite  of  Enchantment, 

Fight  with  thee,  though  Birnam  Wood  be  come 
To  Dunfmane: 

And  thou  art  of  no  Woman  Born,  Pie  try,  T They  Eighty  Macbeth 
If  by  a Man  it  be  thy  Fate  to  Die.  \ falls.  Theyfioout  withm. 

Macd.  This  for  my  Royal  Mafter  Duncan^ 

This  for  my  deareft  Friend  my  Wife, 

. This  for  thofe  Pledges  of  our  Loves,  my  Children. 

Hark  I hear  a Noife,  fure  there  are  more  [Shout  within. 

Referves  to  Conquer. 

Pie  as  a Trophy  bear  away  his  Sword, 

To  witnefs  my  Revenge.'  ‘ [Exit  Macduff , 

Macb. 


Mack  Farewel  vain  World,  and  what’s  moft  vain  in  it,  Ambition. 
Enter  Makolme,  Seymour,  Domlbain,  Flean,  Seaton,  and 

I wilh  A/arrf«/were  fafe  Arriv’d,  I am 

In  doubt  for  him  j for  Lenox  I’mc  in  grief. 

Seym.  Confider  Lenox,  Sir,  is  nobly  Slain : 

They  who  in  Noble  Caufes  fall,  d.eferve 
Otir  Pity,  not  our  Sorrow.  Look,  where  the  Tvrant  is 
Seat.  The  Witches,  Sir,  with  all  the  Powers  rf  Hell' 

Could  not  preferve  him  from  the  Hand  of  Heaven. 

Macduff  with  Macbeths  Sword. 

.Long  Live. King  oi Scotland,  fo  you  are: 

And  though  I Ihould  not  Boaft,  that  one  / 

Whom  Guilt  might  ealily  weigh  down,  fell 
By  my  Hand,  yet  here  I prefent  you  with 

I he  Tyrants  Sword,  to  ftiew  that  Heaven  appointed 
iHe  to  take  Revenge  for  you,  and  all 

That  Suffered  by  his  Power. 

Male  MMduff,  we  have  more  Ancient  Records 
Then  this  of  your  Succefsful  Courage. 

Ti^  rf  Scotland,  thou  lhalt  fee  bright  Day  again, 

That  Qoiid  s remov’d  that  did  Eclipfe  thy  Sun, 

Aiicl  R3in  down  Blood  upon  the.  As  vour  Arms 
Did  all  contribute  to  this  Vidory  ^ 

So  let  your  Voices  all  concur  to  giVe 
One  joyful  Acclamation. 

Long  live  Malcolme^  King  of  Scotland, 

Male,  VVe  fliall  not  make  a large  Expence  of  time 
Before  we  Reckon  with  your  feveral  Loves, 

And  make  us  even  with  you.  nanes  and  Kinfman, 

Hcncefoith  be  Earls,  the  firlt  that  ever  Scotland 

&w  Honour’d  with  that  Title;  And  may  they  ftill  Flourilh 

On  your  Families : though  like  the  Iraurels 

You  have  Won  to  Day,  they  fpring  from  a Field  of  Blood. 

Drag  his  Body  hence,  and  let  it  Fiang  upon 
A Pinnacle  in  Dunfmane,  to  fheiv 
To  future  Ages  what  to  thofe  is  due 
Who  Qtheis  Right,  by  Lawlefs  Power  purfue. 

Macg  So  may  kind  Fortune  Crown  your  Raign  with  Peace, 

As  It  has  Crown  d your  Armies  with  Succefs ; 

And  may  the  Peoples  Prayers  Rill  vvait  on  you. 

As  all  their  Curies. did  Macbeth  purlue  : 

II  is  Vice  fnali  make  your  Virtue  Ihine  more  Bright, 

As  a Fair  Day  fucceeds  a Stormy  Night. 
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